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W Duem recitas meus eft, O Fidentine, libellus; 
E Sed male cum recitas incipit efſe tuns. 
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DEDICATION 


Mr. Beniley, 


HFave often (during this Play's being in che 
Preſs) been importun'd for a Preface 3 
which you, I ſuppoſe, would have ſpeak ſome- 
thing in Vindication of the Comedy: Now to 
pleaſe you, Mr. Bentley, I will as briefly as L 
can ſpeak my Mind upon that Occaſion, which 
vou may be pleas'd to accept of, both as a 
Dedication to your ſelf, and next as a Preface. 
to the Book. 
And lam not a little proud, that it has hap- 
pen'd into my Thoughts to be the firſt who in 
theſe latter Vears has made an Epiſtle Dedicato- 
Ty to his Stationer: It is a Compliment as rea- 
ſonable as it is juſt. For, Mr. Bentley, you 
pay honeſtly for the Copy; and an Epiſtle to 
you is a ſort of an Acquaintance, and may be 
probably welcome; when to a Perſon of high- 
er Rank and Order, it looks like an Obliga- 
tion for Praiſes, which he knows he does not 
deſerve, and therefore is very unwilling to 
part with ready Money for. 
As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between 
Friends and Acquaintance, Ibelieve it is poſſible 
that as much may be ſaid in its behalt, as hereto- 
fore has been for a great many others. But of 
all the apiſh Qualities about me, I have not 
that of being fond of my own Iſſue; nay, I 
muſt eonfeſs myſelf a very unnatural Parent. 
for when it is once brought into the World, 
een let the Brat ſhift for itſelf, I ſay. 
The Objections made againſt the Merit of 
this enn I muſt confeſs, are very grie vous. 


* 


Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, 
becauſe the World may think civilly of her; 
.Fogh! oh Sherrer, tis ſo filthy, fo baudy, no 
- modeſt Woman ought to be ſeen at it: Let 
me die, it has made me ſick. Whenthe World 
lyes, Mr. Bentley, if that very Lady has not 
eaſily digeſted a much ranker Morſel in a lit- 
tle Ale-houſe towards Paddington, and never 
made a Face at it. But your true Jilt is a 
Creature that can extract Baudy out of the 
chaſteſt Senſe, as eaſily as a Spider can Poiſon 
out of a Roſe: They know true Baudy, let it 
be ever ſo much conceal'd, as perfectly as Fal- 
ftaff did the true Prince by Inſtindt. They 
will ſeparate the true Metal from the Allay, let 
us temper it as well as we can: ſome Women 
are the Touch-ſtones of Filthineſs. Tho? Ihave 
hearda Lady (that has more Modeſty than any 
of thoſe She-Criticks, and Iam ſure more Wit) 
fay, ſhe wonder'd at the Impudence of any of 
her Sex, that would pretend to underſtand the 
thing call'd Baudy. So Mr. Bentley, for ought 
I perceive, my Play may be innocent yet, and 
the Lady miſtaken in pretending to the Know- 
ledge of a Myſtery above her; tho', to ſpeak 
honeſtly, ſhe has had beſides her Wir a libe- 
ral Education; and, if we may credit the 
World, has not buried her Talent neither. 
This is, Mr. Bentley, all I can ſay in be- 
half of my Play : Wherefore I throw it into 
your Arms; make the beſt of it you can; 
praiſe it to your Cuſtomers ſell Ten Thou- 
land of them, if poſſible, and then you will 
compleat the Wiſhes of Your Friend and 
- Servant, THO, OTWA T- 


PROLOGUE, by the Lord Falkland. 
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Orſaken Dames, with leſi concern, rifle 
On their inconſtant Heroes cold neglect, 

Then we (provet'd by this ungrateful Age) 
Bear the hard Fate if our abandon'd Stage; 
With Grief we ſee you raviſh'd from our Arm, 
And curſe the feeble Virtue of our Charms: 
Curſe your falſe Hearts, for none ſo falſe as they, 
And curſe the Eyes that flole thiſe Hearts away. 
Remember, faithl:ſ; Friends, there was a time, 
But ob the fad Remembrance of our Prime !) 
When to our Arms with eager Joys ye flew, 
And we believ'd your treach'rous Hearts as true 
As e er was Nymph ef ours to one of you. 
But a more prw'rful * Saint enjoys ye now; Pope Joan: 
Fraught with ſweet Sins and Abſolutions too : * 
To her are all your pious Notos addret, 
She's bath your Loves, and your Religion's Teſt, 
The faireſt Prelate of her Time, and be/}. 
We own her mare deſerving far than we, 
A juft Excuſe for your Inconſtancy. 7 | 
Yet "teas wnkindly done to leave us ſo; of. 8 

; 


| : 


n 


Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, 
A horrid Crime y are all addicted to. 
Too ſoon, alas ! your Appetites are cloy d, 
And Phillis ru/es no more, toben once enjoy'd: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and Conſtancy, 
With the too. ſburt forgotten Pleaſures die: 
Whilft fbe, poor Soul, rebb'd of her deareſt Eaſe, 
Still drudges on, with vain Deſire to pleaſe 3 
Ad »e/tleſs follows you from place to place, 
For Tributes due te ber Autumnal Face. 
Deſerted thus by ſuch ungratefel! Men, 
How can wwe bope you'll Oer reture agen 
Here's no new Charm to tempt 7 as before, 
Wit now's our only Treaſure left i fore, 
Aud that", a Coin will paſi with you no more: 
You robo ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, | 
(True Bulligt ! quiet when there's Danger mar) 
Shew your great Souls, in damning Poets bere. 

P 3 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonx. 


| Captain Beaugar d, | Mr. Bettert on. | 
[! Courtine, Mr. Smith. 
| Sir Davy Dunce, Mr. Nokes. 


Sir 7olly Jumöle, Mr. Leigb. 
Fourbin, a Mr. Je von“ 


i to Beaugard, 
Bloody Bones, Mr. Richards. 
= Fermin, a Servant 8 A Boy \ 


to Sir Davy, 
WO M E N. 


Þady Dunce, Mrs. Barrey. 
Sylvia, Mrs. Price. 
Maid. 


A Conſtable and Watch. 
SCENE, LONDON. 


Soldiers Fortune: 


— 


19— 


AE T CEN 


ON I TT 


1 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin. 


BEAUG AR D. 
Pox o' Fortune! Thou art always tea- 
zing me about Fortune : Thou riſeſt in 
a Morning with ill luck in thy Mouth; 
nay, never eateit a Dinner, but thou 
ſigheſt two Hours after it, with think- 
ing where to get the next. Fortune be 
damn'd ſince the World's ſo wide. 
Cour. As wide as it is, 'tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd 
with Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Man can hardly 
get a living in it. 
Beau. Do, rail, Courtine, do: it may get thee Em- 
ployment. 
our. At you I ought to rail; 'twas your Fault we 
left our Employment abroad, to come home and be loy- 
al: and now we as loyally ſtarve for it. | 
Beau. Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, Man ? 


I tell thee, Loyalty and Starving are all one. The old 
| Cavaliers 


332 The SOLDIERS FORTUNE, | 
Cavaliers got ſuch a Trick of it in the King's Exile that 
their Poſterity could never thrive ſince. 
Cour. Tis a fine Equipage I'm lik'd to be reduc'd to; 
I ſhall be e're long as greaſy as an 4/jatian Bully; this 
a flopping Hat, pinn'd up on one fide, with a ſandy 


® _. weather-beaten Peruque, dirty Linen, and to compleat 
| the Figure, a long ſcandalous Iron Sword jirring at 
my Heels; like a—— . 


Beau. Snarling, thou-meaneſt, like its Maſter. 

Cour. My Companion's the worthy Knight of the 
moſt Noble Order of the Poft : Your Peripatetick Phi: 
Joſophers of the Temple-walks, Rogues in Rags, and 
yet not honeſt; Villains that undervalue Damnation, 

ſill forſwear themſelves for a Dinner, and hang their 
Fathers for half a Crown. 
. Bear. Lam afham'd to hear a Soldier talk of Starving. 

Cour. Why, what ſhall I do? I can't ſteal 

Beau. Tho? thou canſt not ſteal, thou haſt other Vi- 

ces enough for any induſtrious Fellow to live comfort- 
ably upon. : ; 
Cour. What wouldſt thou heve me turn Raſcal; and 
run cheating up and down the Town for a livelihood? I 
would no more keep a Blockhead company, and endure 
his nauſeous Nonſenſe in hopes to get him, than TI 
would be a Drudge to an old Woman with rheumatick 
Eyes, hollow Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſi- 
on: Of all Rogues I would not be a Foolmonger. 
Beau. How well this Niceneſs becomes thee! I'd fain 
- Tee thee e'en turn Parſon in a Pet, o'purpoſe to rail at all 
thoſe Vices which I know thou naturally art fond of. 
» Why ſurely an old Lady's Penſion need not be ſo deſpica- 
ble in the Eyes of a di:banded Officer, as times go, Friend. 
. Cour. I am glad, Beaugard, you think ſo. 
l Bea Why thou ſhalt think ſo too, Man; be rul'd by 
8 me, and Il! bring thee into good Company, Families, 
Courtine, Families, and ſuch Families, where Formality's 
a ſcandal, and Pleaſure is the Bus'neſs; where the Women 
are all wanton, and the Men are all witty, you Rogue. 
© Wh Cour. What ſome of your Worſhip's Wapping Acquain- 
B tance, that you made l came over for Recruits, 
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and ſpirited away your Landlady's Daughter a Volun- 
teering with you into France. FRED 

Beau. I'll bring thee, Caurtine, where Cuckoldom's 
in credit, and Leudneſs laudable, where thou ſhalt wal- 
low in Pleaſures and Preferments, revel all day, and e- 
very Night lie in the Arms of melting Beauty, ſweet as 
Roſes, and as Springs refreſhing. 5 Y 

Cour. Prithee don't talk thus; I had rather thou 
wouldſt tell me where new Levies are to be rais'd: a 
Pox of Whores, when a Map has not Money to make 
'em comfortable. * 20 

Beau. That ſhall ſhower upon us in abundance; and 
for inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amazement, all 
this dropt out of the Clouds to Day ! 

Cour. Ha! Gold by this Light!—— 

Four, Out of the Clouds! | 

Beau. Ay, Gold! does it not ſmell of the ſweet Hand 
that ſent it? ſmell, ſmell you Dog [To Fourbin. 

[Fourbin /mells to the handful of Gold, and gathers uf 
ſome Pieces in his Mouth. 

a 2 Truly Sir, of heavenly Sweetneſs, and very re- 
reſning. | 
Can Dear Beaugard, if thou haſt any good Nature 

in thee; if thou wouldſt not have me hang myſelf be- 
fore my time, tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt 
thee to this, that I may go make a Bargain with him 
preſently : Speak, ſpeak, or I am a loſt Man. * 

Beau. Why thou muſt know this Devil, which I have 
given my Soul to already, and muſt I ſuppoſe have my 
Body very ſpeedily, lives I know not where, and may 
for ought I know be a real Devil; but if it be, tis the beſt 
natur'd Devil under gel xeb ubs Dominion, that I Il ſwear to⸗ 

Cour. But how came the Gold then? 4. 
| Beau, To deal freely with my Friend, I am lately hap- 
pen'd into the Acquaintance of a very Reverend Sm 
as fine adiſcreet, ſober, grey-bearded old Gentleman as 
one would wiſh, as good a natur'd publick-ſpirited Per- 
fon as the Nation holds; one that is never ſo happy as 
when he is bringing good People together, and promo- 
Sing civil Underttanding betwixt the Sexes: Nay, rather 


4 than 


£5, 
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334 The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 
than want Employment, he will go from one end of the 
Town to t'other, to procure my Lord's little Dog to 
be civil to my Lady's little languiſhing Bitch. , 

Cour. A verp worthy Member of the Commonwealth. 

Beau. This noble Perſon one day—but Fourbin can 
giveyou a more particular Account of the matter. Sweet 
Sir, if you pleaſe tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter 
betwixt you and Sir Jolly Junble; you muſt know that's 
his Title. | FE . 

Four. Sir, it ſhall be done Walking one Day upon 
the Piazza about three of the Clock i' th* Afternoon, to 
get me a Stomach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encounter 
a Perſon of goodly Preſence, and worthy Appearance; 
his Beard and Hair white grave and comely, his Coun- 
tenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful ; who per- 
ceiving me alſo equipt, as I am, with a Mein and Air 
which might well inform him J was a Perſon of no in- 
conſiderable Quility, came very reſpectively up to me, 
and after the uſua] Ceremonies between Perſons of Parts 
and Breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired of me what 

it was a Clock l preſently underſtood by the Queſtion 
that he was a Man of Parts and Buſineſs, told him, I 
did preſume it wis at. moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 
Beau Very Curt like, civil, quaint and new, I think: 
Hur. The freedom of Commerce encreafing, after 
Tome little inconſiderable Queſtions pour paſſer le temps, 
and ſn, he was pleaſed to offer me the courteſy of a Glaſs 
of Wine: I told him I very ſeldum drank, but if he fo- 
plezs'd, I would.do my ſelf the Honour to preſent him 
with a Diſh of Meat at an Eating Houſe hard by, where 
T had an Intereſt. b | 
. Corr. Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Bean- 
gard, is a accompliſh'd a Perſon as any of:the. Employ- 


Ly 


ment I ever favs. 
Beau. Let the Rogue go an. 

Farr. In ſhort we agreed- and went together: Ag 
Joon, as we entered the Room, I am your moſt humble 
Servamt, Sir, ſays he I am the meaneſt-of your 
Vaſſals, Sir, ſaid II am very happy in lighting 


dug che Acquainzance of {9 worthy a Gentleman 22 
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ou appear to be, Sir, ſaid he again—Worthy, Sir Fob 
A then came I apon him again on t'other ſide (for you 5 
muſt know by that time I had grop'd on his Title) I 
kiſs your Hands from the bottom of my Heart, which * 
I ſhall be always ready to lay at your Feet. 5 
Cour. Well, Fourbin, and what reply 'd the K night then? 
Four. Nothing, he had nothing to ſay; his Senſe was 
tranſported with admiration of my Parts: ſo we ſat down, 
and after ſome pauſe, he defired to know by what Title 
he was to diſtinguiſh the Perſon that had ſo highly ho- 
noured him. a 
Beau. That is as much as to fay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal 
you were. 
Four. Sir, you may make as bold with your poor Slave 
as you pleaſew— I told him thoſe that knew me well 
were pleas'd to call me the Chevalier Furbin, that I was 
a Cadet of that antient Family the Foarbinois; and that 
J had the honour of ſerving a great Monarch of France 
in his Wars in Flanders, where I contracted great Fami- 
liarity and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Exg/i/S 
Troops in that Service, one Captain Beaugard. 
Beau. Oh, Sir, you did me too much honour. What 
a true-bred Rogue's this! — 
Cour. Well, but the Money, Hurbin, the Money. 
Four. Beaugard, hum, Beaugard, ſays he!—ay it muſt 
be ſo—a black Man, is he not?—ay, ſays I, blackiſh 
a dark brown ——full fac'd yes a ſly ſubtle ob- 
ſerving Eye the ſame——a — — 
Man? right——a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, 
a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, I warrant him; a thun- 
diing Rogue upon occaſion, Beaugard! a thundring 
Fellow for a Wench, I muſt-be acquainted with him. 
Cour. But to the Money, the Money, Man, that's the 
thing I would be acquainted withal. - _ | 
Beau. This civil Gentleman of the Chevalier*s Acquain- 
tance comes yeſterday Morning to my Lodging, and 
ſeeing my Picture in Miniature upon the Toilet, told me 
with the greateſt Ecſtaſy in the World, that was the thing 
He came to me about: He told me there was a Lady, off ; 


Þis Acquaintance had ſome favourable Thoughts of we, 


Lie 
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and I gad, ſays he, ſhe's a Hummer; ſuch a Bona Roba, 

ha, ha, ha. So without more ado begs me to lend it 
him till Dinner, (for we concluded to eat together) ſo 
away he ſcuttled with as great Joy as if he had found 
the Philoſopher's Stone. Dh 


Cour. Very well. 5 
Beau. At Locket's we met again: Where after a thou- 


fand Grimaces to ſhew how much he was pleaſed, in- 
ſtead of my Picture, preſents me with the Contents a- 
foreſaid; and told me the Lady defir'd me to accept of 
*em for the Picture, which the was much tranſported 
withal, as well as with the Original. 

Cour. Ha! 5 | 

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking Quality lies in 
me, the Devil take me, Ned, if I know: But the Fates, 
Ned, the Fates! 5 

Cour. A Curſe on the Fates! Of all Strumpets, For- 
tune's the baſeſt; twas Fortune made me aSoldier, a Rogue 
in red, the Grievance of the Nation; Fortune made the 
Peace juſt when we were upon the Brink of a War; 
then Fortune disbanded us, and loſt us two Months Pay: 
Fortune gave us Debentures inſtead of ready Money, and 
by very good Fortune I ſold mine, and loſt heartily by it, 
in hopes the grinding ill-natur'd Dog that bought it 
will never get a Shilling for't 

Beau. Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like a 
Cur that barks for want of Bones. Come, Times may 
mend, and an honeſt Soldier be in fafhion again. 

Cour. Theſe greaſy, fat, unwieldy wheezing Rogues 
that live at home, and brood over their Bags, when a Fit 
,of Fear's upon 'em, then if one of us paſs but by, all 
the Family is ready at the Door to cry, Heav'ns bleſs 
you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. 

Beau. Ah good Men, what pity 'tis ſuch proper 
Gentlemen ſhould ever be out of Employment. * 
| Cour. But when the Bus neſs is over, then every Pariſh 
i Baud that goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and 
days but Scot and Lot to the Pariſh, ſhall roarout, Fough, 
Fe louſy Red coat Rake-hells! hout yeCaterpillars, ye Lo- 
ef the Nation; you are the Dogs that would enſlave 
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us all, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters, ye 
Sens | 
Beau. I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, 
it would deftroy Commerce, and many a good ſober 

Matron about this Town might loſe the ſelling of her 
Daughter's Maidenhead, which were a great Grievance 
to the People, and a particular Branch of Property loſt. 
Fourbin. 

Four. Your Worſhip's Pleaſure? | 

Beau. Run like a Rogue as you are, and try to find Sir 
Jolly, and deſire him to meet me at the Bl-w-P/s in the 
 Hay-Market about Twelve; we'll dine together: I muſt 
inquire farther into Yeſterday's Adventure; in the mean 
time, Ned, here's half the Prize to be doing withal ; old 
Friends muſt preſerve Correſpondence; we have ſhar'd 
good Fortune together, and bad ſhall never part us. 

Cour. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for - 
this: Haſt thou no more Grace than to be a true Friend? 
nay, to part with thy Money to thy Friend? I grant you, 
2 Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his Friend, pimp 
for his Friend, hang for his Friend, and fo forth; but 
to part with ready Money is the Devil. 

Beau. Stand aſide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder's 
Sir Folly coming : Now, Courtine, will I ſhew thee the 
Flower of Knighthood. Ah, Sir Zo/ly/_ 

| Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir Jol. My Hero! my Darling! my Ganymede ! how 
doſt thou? Strong! wanton! luſty! rampant! hah, ah, 
ah! ſhe's thine, Boy, odd ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, 
ſmooth, wanton ! hah, ah, ah! Ah Rogue! ah Rogue! 
here's Shoulders, here's Shape! there's a Foot and Leg, 
here's a Leg, here's a Leg Qua- a-a- a- a. 

[ Squeaks like a Cat, and tickles Beaugard' Legs: 

Cour, What an old Goat's this? 

Sir 7%. Child, Child, Child, who's that? a Friend 
of thine? a Friend o' thine? A pretty Fellow, odd a 
very pretty Fellow, and a ſtrong Dog P11 warrant him. 
How doſt do, dear Heart? prithee let me kiſs thee, Þ1L 
ſwear and vow I will kiſs tkee ; ha, ha, he, he, be, he, 


2 Toad, a Toad, oh Toa-a-aad—— 


1 


Beau: 


* 
* ” 
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Reau. But the Lady, Sir Folly, that Lady, how does 
the Lady, what fays the Lady, Sir Fo/ly? | 
Sir Fo/. What ſays the Lady! why ſhe ſays—ſhe ſays — 
odd ſhe has a de icate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo red, ſo hard, 
ſo plump, ſo blub; I fancy I am eating Cherries every 
time I think on't- ind for her Neck and Breaſts, and 
her—odds Life; I'll ſay no more, not a Word more, 
but 1 know, I know ———— 

Beau. I am ſorry for that with all my Heart; do you 
know, ſay you, Sir, and would you put off your mum- 
bled Orts, and Offal upon me 

Sir Fol. Huſh, huſh, huſh! have a care; as I live and 
breathe, not I; alack and well-a-day, I am a poor old 
Fellow, decay d and undone: All's gone wich me, Gentle- 
men, but my good Nature; odd I love to know how 
Matters go tho” now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and 
a young Fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze ; 
odd I love a young Fellow dearly, faith dear 

Cour. This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue ever met 
withal. 5 

Beau. But Sir Folly, in the firſt place, you muſt know, 
J have ſworn never to marry. 3 

Sir 7-/. I would not have thee, Man, I am a Batche- 
lor my ſelf, and have been a Whoree-maſter all my Life; 
beſides ſhe's married already Man, her Husband's an old, 
greaſy, untoward, ill-natur'd, flovenly, Tobacco-taking 
Cuckold; but plaguy jealous. 

Beau. Already a Cuckold, Sir Folly. 

Sir Jol. No, that ſhall be; my Boy, thou ſhalt make 
him one, and I'll pimp for thee dear Heart; and ſhan't 
I hold the Door, ſhan't I peep ? hah, ſhan't I, you Devil, 
you little Dog, ſhan't 1? | | 

Beau. What is't I'd not grant, to oblige my Patron? 

Sir J. And then doſt thou hear, I have a Lodging 
for thee in my own Houſe; doſt hear, old Soul, in my 
own Houſe ; ſhe lives the very next Door Man, there's 

but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine ; and then for 

a peep Hole, odds fiſh I have a peep-Hole for thee x 

*bud I'll fhew thee, I'Il ſhew thee : 
Beau. But when, Sir Jay? I am in haſte, impatient: 


w —_—_ Y ws * 


e 


0 * p 
WI” 7). 
* 
_ 
* WN 
2 


Sir Fol. Why this very Night, Man: poor Rogue's 
in haſte, poor Rogue; but hear you 

Cour. The matter'? Ml 

Sir Jel. Shan't we dine together? 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Ne The Maw begins to empty, get yon before, 
and beſpeak Dinner at the Blue Poſis; while I ſtay behind 
and gather up a Diſh of Whores for à Deſert. 

Cour. Be ſure that they be leud, drunken, ſtrippin 


Whores, Sir Fo//y, that won't be affectedly ſqueamiſh and 


troubleſome. 

Sir Jol. I warrant you. 

Cour. I love a weltdiſciplin'd Whore that ſhews all the 
Tricks of her Profeſſion with a Wink, like an old Soldier 
that underſtands all his Exerciſe by beat of Drum. 

Sir Fo/. Ay, Thief, ſfay*ſt thou ſo! I muſt be better ac- 

uainted with that Fellow; he has a notable Noſe, a hard 
— — and truſty, and Mettle I'll warrant him. 

Beau. Well, Sir Jolly, you'll not fail us? 

Sir Jol. Fail ye! am Ja Knight? hark ye Boys: I'll muf- 
ter this Evening ſuch a Regiment of rampant, roaring, 
Toy ſterous Whores, that ſhall make more noife than if 
all the Cats in the Hay-Market were in Conjunction: 
Whores ye Rogues that ſhall ſwear with you, drink 
with you, talk baudy with you, fight with you, ſcratch 
with you, Jie with you, and go to the Devil with you. 
Shan't we be very merry, ha 
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Cour. As merry as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs 


can make us. 

Sir Jol. Odd that's well ſaid again, very well ſaid; as 
merry as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make us: I 
love aFellow that is very wicked dearly ; methinks there's 
a, Spirit in him, there's a ſort of tantara rara; tantara 
Tara, ah, ah-h-h; well. and won't ye, when the Women 
come, won't ye, and ſhall I not fee a little Sport amongſt 

ou? well get ye gone; ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, 
'I be with you, da, da [Ex. Beau. and Cour, 


Enter jeveral Whores, and three Bullies. 
1 Bal. In the Name of Satan, what Whores are thoſe 
in their Copper trim, yonder ? 
II hore. Well, I'll ſwear, Madam, "tis the fineſt 
TS. - Buty 
8 


Evening: I love the Ma/7 mightily, 


7 * | *. 
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2 Bul. Let's huzza the Bulkers, 

2 Whore, Really, and ſo do I ; becauſe there's always 
good 2 and one meets with ſuch Civilities from 
e ve ody. 

3 Bul, amn'd Whores, hout you filthies. 

; Whore. Ay, and then I love extremely to ſhew m 
ſelf here, when I am very fine, to vex hole poor Devils 
that call themſelves Virtues. and are very ſcandalous and 
_ crapiſh, I'll ſwear ; O crimine, who's yonder! Sir Fo/ly 

Tumble, I vow. n 
1 Bal. Fogh! let's leave the naſty Sows to Fools and 
Diſeaſes. 1 1 
1 Whore. Oh Papa, Papa! where have you been theſe 
two Days, Papa? - 
2 Whore. You are a precious Father indeed, to take 
no more care of your Children; we might be dead for 
all you, you naughty Dady, you. | 

Sir Jl. Dead, my poor Fubſes! odd I had rather all 
the Relations I have were dead, a Dad I had: Get you 
gone you little Devil's Bubbies; oh Law there's Bub- 
| bies! odd P11 bite em, odd I will. : 

_ 1 Whore. Nay, fy, Papa; I ſwear you'll make me 

angry, except you carry us, and treat us to Night; you 

have promis d me a Treat this Week, won't you Papa? 

2 F/hire. Ay, won't you, Dad? "os 

Sir Jol. Odds fo, odds ſo, well remember'd ! get you 

gone, don't ſtay talking ; get you gone, yonder's a great 

&7 the Lord Beaugard, and his Couſin the Baron, the 
ount, the Marquis, the Lord knows what, Monſieur 

Courtine newly come to Town, odds fo. = 

- .3 Whore. Oh Law, where Dady, where? Oh dear,aLord, 

1 Where. Well you are the pureſt Papa; but where 

be dey mun, Papa—— © 

Sir Jol. I won't tell you, you Gipſies, ſo I wont—except 

you tickle me—'sbud they are brave Fellows, all tall, and 

not aBit ſmall;-{d one of em has a deviliſh deal of Money. 

_ 1 Whore. Oh dear, but which is he, Papa! 

2 M bete. Shaw't I be in love with him, Dady ? 

+ Sir Fol. What no body tickle me! no body tickle me? 

Hot yet, tickle me a littleMalh==tickle me a Ae 

V2 ens aire s * do, 
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do. He, he, he, he, he, he [They tic lle bim] No 
more, oh dear, oh dear! poor Rogues, ſo, ſo, no more. 
nay, if you do, if you do, odd I'II, PII, Dll 

3 Whore. What will you do trow ? 

Sir 7o/. Come along with me, come along with me, 
ſneak after me at a diſtance, that no body take notice; 
ſwinging Fellows Ma/ly— ſwinging Fellows Jenny, a 
deviliſh deal of Money : get you afore then you little 
Dippappers, ye Waſps, ye Wagtails, get you gone; I 

4 Fellows [Ex. Sir Jolly with the Whores. 
Enter Lady Dunce and Sylvia. 

L. Dunce. Die a Maid, Sylvia, fy for ſhame! what a 
ſcandalous Reſolution's that? five thouſand Pounds to your 
Portion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, for the innocent Re- 


creation hereafter of leading Apes in Hell? fy for ſhame! 


Sy/v. Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your 
Conſort, Sir David, might do much with me; tis an un- 
ſpeakable Bleſſing to lie all Night by a Horſe-load.of Diſ- 
eaſcs; a beaſtly, unſavoury, old, groaning, grunting, 
wheazing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he is going 
to already. From ſuch a Curſe, and Hair-cloth next 
my Skin, good Heav'n deliver me. Paget. 

L Dunce. Thou miſtakeſt the uſe of a Husband, Sylvia, 
They ate not meant for Bedfellows ; heretofore indeed 
*twas a fulſom Faſhion, to lie o'Nights with a Husband ; 
but the World's improv'd, and Cuſtom's alter'd. 

Sy/v. Pray inſtru me then what the uſe of a Husband is. 

L. Dunce. Inſtead of a Gentleman Uſher for Ceremo- 
ny's ſake to be in waiting on ſet Days, and particular Oc- 
caſions; but the Friend, Couſin, is the Jewel unvaluable. 

Sy/v. But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be 
ſo govern'd ; I am miſtaken if his Nature is not too jea- 
lous to be blinded. | 

L. Darce. So much the better; of all, the jealous Fool 
is eaſieſt to be deceiv'd: For obſerve, where there's ſea- 


louſy there's always Fondneſs ; which if a Woman, as 


ſhe ought to do, will make the right uſe of the Husband's 
Fears ſhall not ſotawake him on one ſide, as his Dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other, 

Sy/v, Is your Piece of Mortality ſuch a doting Doddle? 
is he ſo very fond of you ? p Dince, 
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tiſements that take him off from my Enjoyment, which 


make him ſo loathſom no Woman but muſt hate him. 


Sy/v. His private Divertiſements I am a Stranger to. 
L. Danze. Then for his Perſon 'tis incomparably odions ; 
he has fuch a Breath, one Kiſs of him were enough to 
cure the Fits of the Mother, tis worſe than I fœtida. 
Sy/v. Oh hideous ! | 


L. Dance. Every thing that's naſty he affects, clean Linen 
he ſays is unwholſom; and to make him more charming, 
he's continually eating of Garlick and chewing Tobacco. 

Sy/v. Fogh this is Love! this is the Bleſſing of 


Matrimony. a 
IL. Dunce. Rail not ſo unreaſonably againſt Love, Sy/- 
via. As I have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee 
the Paftion I have for Beaugard, ſo methinks, Sylvia 


need not conceal her good Thoughts of her Friend, Do 


not Iknow. Courtine (ticks in thy Stomach ? | 
$y/v. If he does I'Il aſſure you he ſhall never get to my 

Heart. But can you have the Conſcience to love another 

Man now you are married ? What do you think will 


become of you? 


4 
5 
% . 


o 


3 
L. Dunce. No, but he has the Vanity to think that Iam 8 
very fond of hiw ; and if he be jealous, tis not ſo much 
for fear I do abuſe, as that in time I may, and therefore 
impoſes this Confinement on me; tho? he has other Diver- 1 | 


L. Dunce. I tell thee, Sy/via, I was never married to 


that Engine we have been ms of: my Parents indeed 
made me fay ſomething to him after a Prieſt once, but my 
Heart went not along with my Tongue, I minded not 
what it was; for my Thoughts, 8% t, for theſe ſeven 
Years have been much better imploy'd == Beaugard / 
Ah curſe on the Day that firſt ſent him into France / 
oy why ſo, I beſeech you ? 2, 
Dunce. Had he ſtay'd here, I had not been ſacrificed to 
the Arms of this Monument of Man, for the Bed of Death 


could not be more cold, than his has been: he would have 


deliver'd me from the Monſter, for even then Ilov'd him, 
and was apt to think my Kindneſs not neglected, 


*. I find indeed your Ladyſhip has good Thoughts 


* — none 


L. Dunet. 
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L. Dance Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of him, 
for he has Wit enough to callhis Good nature in queſtion, 


and yet Good -Nature enough to make his Wit ſuſpected. 
Sy/v. But how do you hope ever to get ſight of him? 


Sir David's Watchfulneſs is invincible. I dare ſwear 


he would ſmell out a Rival if he were in the Houſe, on- 
ly by natural Inſtin&, as ſome that always ſweat when 
a Cat's in the Room. Then again, Beaugard's a Sol- 
dier, and that's a thing the old Gentleman, you know, 
loves dearly: 

L. Dance. There lies the greateſt Comfort of my un- 
eaſy Life; he is one of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led 
by the Noſe by Knaves who rail againſt the King and 
the Government, and.is mightily fond of being thought 
of a Party. I have had hopes this Twelve-month to 
have heard of his being in the Gate-Houſe for Treaſon. | 

Sy. But I find only yourſelf the Priſoner all this while. 

L. Dunce. At preſent indeed I am ſo; but Fortune I 
hope will ſmile, wouldſt thou but be my Friend, Sy/via. 

Syiv. In any miſchievous Deſign with all my Heart. 

L. Dunce. The concluſion, Madam, may turn to your 
Satisfaction; but you have no Thoughts of Caurtine? 

Sy/v. Not I, I'Il aſſure you, Coufin. 

L. Dunce. You don't think him well-ſhap'd, ſtraight 


and proportionable ? 


Sy/v, Conſidering he eats but once a Week, the Man 
is well enough. 

L. Dunce. And then he wears his Clothes, you know 
filthily, and like a horrid Sloven. 

Sy/v. Filthy enough of all Conſcience, with a thread - 
bare red Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this Day, 
over which a great broad greaſy Buff-Belt, enough to turn 
any one's Stomach but a disbanded Soldier ; a Peruque 
; up in a Knot, to excuſe its want 3 and 
then becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he mult wear 
two Truffles of a Beard forſooth, to lodge a Dunghil of 
Snuff upon, to keep his Noſe in good humour, 

L. Dunce. Nay, now I'm ſure that thou Jovel him. 

Sy/v, 80 tar fom it, that I proteſt eternally againſt 
the whole Sex. | 

L. Dune. 
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L. Dance. That time will beſt demonſtrate, in the 3 


mean while to our Buſineſs. # 
Sylv. As how, Madam? | 


L. Dunte. To night muſt I ſee Beaugard: they are this 1 


minute at Dinner in the Hay-Market ; now to make my 


evil Genius, that haunts me every where, my thing call d 


2 Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wiſe at a dead lift, 
I think would not be unpleaſant. 

Sy/v. But 'twill be impoſſible. | 
L. Dance. Tam apt to be perſuaded” rather very eaſy ; 


you know our good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Ji. 


Sy/v. Out on him Beaſt,” he's always talking filthily 


to a body; if he fits but at the Table with one, he'lt | 


be making naſty Figures in the Napkins. - 


L.. Dance. He and my ſweet Yoke-Fellow are the moſt | 
Intimate Friends in theWorld ; ſo that partly out of neigh- | 
bourly Kindneſs, as well as the great delight he takes to | 


be meddling with matters of this nature, with a great deal 
of Pains ard Induſtry. he has procur'd me Beaugard's 
Picture, and given him to underſtand how well a Friend 
of his in Petticoats, call'd myſelf, wiſhes him: 

$y/v. But what's all this to the making the Husband 
inſtrumental ? for I muſt confeſs of all Creatures a Huſ- 
band's the. thing that's odious to me, 

L. Dunce. That muſt be done this Night: I'll inſtant- 
ly to my Chamber, take my Bed in a Pet, and ſend for 
Sir David. | 

Sy/v. But which way then muſt the Lover come? 

L. Dunce. Nay, I'll betray Beaugard to him, ſhew 
him the Picture he ſent me, and beg of him as he ten- 
ders his own Honour, and my Quiet, to take ſome 
courſe to ſecure me from the ſcandalous Sollicitations 
of that innocent Fellow. | 

Sy/v. And ſo make him the Property, the Go between, 
to biſon the Affair to an Iſſue the more decently. 

L. Dance. Right, Sylvia, 'tis the beſt Office a Huſ- 
band can do to a Wife; I mean an old Husband ; bleſs us, 
to be yok'd in Wedlock with a paralytick coughing deere- 
pid Dottel, to be a dry Nurſe all one's life-time to an old 
Child of ſixty five, to lie by the Image of Death a Winde 
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; 3 Night, a dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life but 
his MW 


ick Man's Feet, when the World has given him over: 
14 or my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, 
ft, Curſt be the Memory, nay double curſt, h 
Of her that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt ; ; 
Tho worn with Tears, with fraitleſs Wiſhes full, 
F *Tis all Day troubleſome, and all Night dull, 
5. Who wed with Fools indeed lead happy Lives, 
y | Fools are the fitteſt fineſt things for Wives; 
It 8 TY v/d Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 


And both make Youth and Wit much better pleajz. 
[Exeunt: 


0 ; — | nts 
MM ACT LE SECRNE 4 
| Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin. 


| | cur. & IR Folly is the Glory of the Age. 

4 Sir 7o/. Nay, now Sir, you honour me too far. 
Beau. He's the Delight of the young, and Wonder 
of the old. | 
= Sir Jol. I ſwear Gentlemen you make me bluſh. 

Cour. He deſerves a Statue in Gold, at the charge of 
the Kingdom 

Sir Jol. Out upon't, fy for ſhame: I proteſt I'1l leave 
your Company ifyou talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, 
daintily dutiful Strumpets, ah! udds-bud, they'd—have 
ſtript for t'other Bottle. | 

Beau. Truly Sir Folly, you are a Man of very ex- 
traordinary Diſcipline, I never ſaw Whores under bet- 
ter command in my Liſe. | | 

Sir 7% P ſh; that's nothing Man, nothing; I can ſend 
for fotty better when I pleaſe, Doxies that will skip, trip, 
leap;trip,and do any thing nthe World, anything, oldSoul 

Cour, Dear, dear 8 , where and when? 

Sir J. Odd as fiuple as I fland here, her Father 


was a Knight. 


B eat 


hro' its Pains; the Pigeon's as happy that's laid o a 
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Beau. Indeed, Sir Folly, a Knight ſiy you! 3 
Sir Jol. Ay, but a little decay'd : I'll aſſure you ſhe's 
a very good Gentlewoman born. | 

Cour. Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred to, 

Sir Fol. Ay, and fo ſhe is, 

Beau. But Sir Folly. how goes my Buſineſs forward ? 
when ſhall I have 4 View of the Quarry I am to fly at? 
Sir Fol. Alas-a- day, not ſo haſtily ; ſoft and fair, I be- 
ſeech yon. Ah, my little Son of Thunder“ if thou hadſt 
her in thy Arms now between a pair of Sheets, and I 
under the Bed to ſee fair Play, Boy ; Gemini ! what 
would become of me? what would become of me? there 
would be Doings, oh Lawd, I under the Bed! 

Beau. Or behind the Hangings, Sir Jolly, would not 
that do as well ? 


Sir Jol. Oh no, under the Bed againſt the Wcrld, and 


then it would be very dark, hah! 

Beau. Dark to chuſe! | „ 

Sir Jol. No, but a little Light would do well, a ſmall 
glimmering Lamp, juſt enough for me to ſteal a Peep by: 
oh lamentable! oh lamentable, I won't ſpeak a word more; 
there would be a Trick] O rare! you Friend, Orare! odd ſo, 
not a word more, odds ſo. Yonder comes the Monſ er that 
muſt be the Cuckold elect; ſtep, ſtep aſide, and obſerve him: 
If I ſhould be ſeen in your Co npany, twould ſ-oll all, 

Beau. For my part, I'1] ſtand the meeting of him; one 
way to promote a good Underſtanding with a Wiſe, is 
firlt to get acquainted with her Husband. 

| Enter Sir David. wo 

Sir Davy, Well, of all Bleſſings a diſcret&Wiſe is the 
greateſt that can light upon a Man of Years Had I been 
married to any thing but an Ar ge! now, INN aBeaſt had I 
been by this time? Well, I am the happyeit old Fool! 


"Tis a horrid Age that we live in, ſo that M honeſt Man 
can keep nothing to himſelf: If yqu have, A' good Eſtate, 
every covetous Rogue is long ing for t (truly I love a good 


Eilate dearly myſelf) if you have a handſam Wiſe, every 
ſmooth-ſac'd Coxcomb will be coming and cocling at 
her: Fleſh-flies are not ſo troubleſom to th? Shambles, as 
thoſe ſort of Iuſects that are to the Boxcs in theP ay houle, 


But 
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Bat, Virtue is a great Bleſſing, an unvaluable Treaſure; to 
tell me her ſelf that a Villain had tempted her, and give 
me the very Picture, the Inchantment that he ſent to be- 
witch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with Admiration: Here's 
the Villain in Effigy. [Pulli aut the Piture.) Odd a very 
handſam Fellow, a dangerous Rogue, I'll. warrant him 
Such Fellows as theſe now ſhould be fetter'd like unruly 
Colts, that they may not leap into other Mens Paſtures, 
Here's a Noſe now, I could find in my. Heart to cut it 
off; damn'd Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold 
of a Knight! Bleſs us! what will this World come to.! 
Well, poor Sir David, down, down upon thy Knees, 
and thank the Stars for thy Deliverance. 

Beau. *Sdeath ! what's that I ſee? ſure ' tis the very 
Picture which I ſent by Sir Joliy; if ſo, by this Light 
I am damnably jilted. [Aldi. 

Sir Dav. But now i. 

Beau, Surely he does not ſee us yet. 

Four. See you, Sir, why he has but one Eye, and we 
are on his blind ſide.; I'll dumb-found him. 
| [Strikes him on the Shoulder. 

Sir Dav. Who the Devil's this, Sir ? Sir, Sir, Sir, who 
are you, Sir? | 

Beau. Ay, ay, 'tis the ſame ; now a pox of all amo- 
rous Adventures: '$death, I'll go beat the impertinent 
Pimp that drew me into this Fooling. 

Sir Dav. Sir, methinks you're very curious. : 
: - Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary Reaſon to 

e 10. , 
Sir Dar. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor 
your Reaſon neither. | 

Beau. Sir, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Ho- 
nour to ſpeak with you 

Sir Dav. With me, Sir? what's your Buſineſs with me? 

Beau, I would not willingly be troubleſom, tho! it 
may be I am ſo at this. time. 

ir Dar. It may be ſo too, Sir. 

Beau, But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you 
are, would be ſo great an Honour, ſo extriordinary a 
Happineſs, that I could not avoid taking this Opportu- 
nity of tendering you my Service, Sir 
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Sir Dav. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this Fellow? 
[Aide] But Sir, you were pleaſed to nominate Buſineſs, 
Sir, I defire with what ſpeed you can to know your Bu- 
neſs, Sir, that 1 may go about my Buſineſs. | 

Beau. Sir if I 1 with good Manners, I ſhould be 
ghd to inform myſelf, whoſe Picture that is, which you 
have in your Hand; methinks it is a very fine Painting. 

'Sir-Dav. Picture, Friend, Picture! Sir, tis a Reſem- 
blance of a very impudent Fellow, they call him Cap- 
tain Beaugard forſooth, but he is in ſhort a Rake hell, a 
poor louſy, beggarly disbanded Devil; do you know ' * 
Trim Friend? | . 

Beau. I think I have heard of ſuch a Vagabond: The 
Truth on't is, he is a "uy impudent Fellow. 
Sir Dav. Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 

Beau. Oh a notorious Scoundrel;  _ 3 

SirDav. [expe to hear he's hang'd by the next Seſſions. 

Beau. The Truth on't is, he has deſerv'd it long ago; 
but did you ever ſee him, Sir David? | 

Sir Dav. Sir—does he know me? _ 

Beau. Becauſe I fancy that Miniature is very much like 
Him. Pray Sir, whence had it du. 

Sir Dav. Had it, Friend? had it! whence had it 1: 

ks [Compares the Pidture with Beaugard's Face, 
bleſs us; what have I done now? this is the very Traitor 
himſelf; if he ſhould be deſperate now, and put his Sword 
in my Guts! —flitting my Noſe will be as bad as that, 

T have but one Eye left neither, and may be Oh but 
this is the King's Court, odd that's well remember'd, he 
dares not but be civil here! P'Il try to out-huff him. 
IDIAlide.] Whence had it you? „ 8 
Bea. Ay, Sir, whence had it you? that's Eng in 
my Country, —_— 4 | 
Sir Dav. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal, 
' Beau. How! 5 ee 
1 Sir Dav. Sir, I ſay you are a Raſcal, if you go to that 
1 Beau. Sir, I am a Gentleman and a Soldier. 
Sir Dav. So much the worſe, Soldiers have been Cuc- _ 
kold-makers from the beginning ; Sir; I care not what 
you are; for ought I know you may be a— come Sir, 
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aa I never ſee you? Anſwer me to that, did I never ;ce | 
vou; for ought I know you may be a Jeſuit; there were. 
more in the -laſt Army befides you. | | 

Beau. Of your Acquaintance, and be hang'd. 

Sir Dav. Yes to my Knowledge, there were ſeveral at 
Thunſlwo-Heath diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry'd 
Brandy; I knew a Serjeant of Foot that was familiar 
with one of them all Night in a Ditch, and fancy'd him 
a Woman, but the Devil is powerful, _ 

Beau. In ſhort, you worihy Villain of Worſhip, that 
picture is mine, and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an 
Opportunity to kick your Worſhip molt inhumanly. 

Sir Dav. Kick, Sir. | 

Beau, Ay, Sir, kick, 'tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Dav. Sir, I am a free born Subject of England, 
and there are Laws look you, there are Laws; ſo I ſay 
vou are a Raſcal again, and now how will you help 
your ſelf? poor Fool. 3 3 

Beau. Hark you Friend, have you not a Wife ? 

Sir Dav. I have a Lady, Sir——0h, and ſhe's migh- 
| tily taken with this Picture of -your's ; ſhe w.s ſo migh- 
tily proud of it, ſhe could not forbear ſhewing it me, 
and telling too who it was ſent it her. 

Beau. And has ſhe been long a J It? has ſhe practiſed 
the Trade for any Time; 

SirDav. Trade!humph, what Tradeꝰwhat Trade Friend. 

Beau. Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Cat- 
terwauling in jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when 
ſhe's a Turk under Deck: A Curſe upon all honeſt Wa- 
men in the Flemh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Dad. Poor Devil. how he rails, ha, ha, ha: Lock 
you ſweet Soul, as I told you before, there are L:ws, 
there are Laws, but thoſe are Uh ngs not worthy vour 
Conſideration : Beauty is your Buſineſs. But de V gas 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no farther about my Sp ute, let 
my D xy relt in eie ſhe's Meat for thy Mater, old 
Boy 3 I have my Belly full of her every Night. 

Beau. Sir, T w:ih all your noble Family hang'd from 
he bottom of my Heart. 5 1 

Sir Day. Moreover, Coptain Swaſh, I mull tel] you, my 
VOL. J. f | | Wife 
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Wife is an honeſt Woman; ofa virtuous Diſpoſition, one 
that I have lov'd from her Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by 
her faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſco- 


ver'd loyally to me the treacherous: Pefigns laid againſt 


her Chaſtity and Honour. 

Beau. By this Light the Beaſt weeps! (Aide. 

Sir Dav. Truly I cannot but we ep for Joy, to think 

1 how happy I am in a ſincere, faithful, and loving Yoke- 

fello v. She charg'd me tog to tell you into the Birgain, 
that ſhe is ſufficiently ſatisfied of the moſt ſecret Wiſhes 
of your Heart, 

Beau. Tam elad owt. 

Sir Div. And that, 'tis her Deſire, that you would 


4 trouble your ſelf no more about the matter. 


Beau. with all my Heart. 

Sir Day, But henceforward behave yourſelf with fach 
Diſeretion as becomes a Gentleman. 

Beau. Oh to be ſure, moſt exactly. 

Sir Dav. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of 
. thoſe innocent Freedoms J allow her, without putting 


her Reputation in Hazard. 


Beau. As how, I beſeech you =——— 
Sir Dav. By your imperti nent and unſeaſonable Addreſs. 
Beau And this News you bring me by a particular 
.Commiſſion from your ſweet Lady. 
Sir Dag. Vea, Friend, Ido; and ſhe hopes you'!) be 
ſenſible dear Heart, of her good meaning by it: Theſe 
Were her very Words, I neither add nor diminiſh, for 


Plain dealing is my Miſtreſs's Friend. 


Beau. Ther all the Curſes I ſhall think on this Twelve- 
month light on her, and as many more on the next 
Fool that gives Credit to the Sex. 

Sir Dar. Well certainly l am the happieſt Toad; 


how melancholy the Monkey ſtands now ; Poor Pug, 


haſt thou loſt her? 

Beau. To be ſo ſordid a Jilt, to betray me to ſuch a 
Beaſt 45 that! Can ſhe have any good Thoughts of ſuch 
a Swine? Damn her, had ſhe abuſed me handſomly it 
Had never vex'd me. 

Sir Dav. Now, Sir, with your Permiſſion I'll take 


.w y leave. | | Beau. 
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' Beau; Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I ſhould 
think you very well diſpoſed of. $ | 

Sir Dar, If you have any Letter, or other Commen- 
dation to the Lady that was ſc charmed with your Reſem- 
blance there, it ſhall be very faithfully convoy'd by — 
Beau. Fool. 

Sir Dav. Your humble Servant Sir, I'm gone, I ſhall 
diſturb you no farther; your moſt humble Servant. [ Ex. 

Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox, and Priſon fall 
thick upon the Head of thee ! Furbin. 

Four. sir! | 

Beau. Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy 


'Time. 


Fur. T hope T have loſt nothing in your Honour's | 
Service, Sir. | 55 

Beau. Find out ſome way to revenge me on this old 
Raſcal, and if I do not make thee a Gentleman 

Fur. Thatyou have been pleiſed to do long ago, I 
thank you, for I am ſare you have not left me one ſhil- 
ling in my Pocket theſe two Months. TY 

Beau. Here, here's for thee to revel withal. 

Fur. Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat cut? 

Beau. Wich all my Heart. 

Fur. Or would you have him decently hang'd at his 
own Door, and then give out to the World he did it 


himſelf? 


Bear, That would do very well. 


. 


Hur. Or I think (to proceed with more Safety) a 
good ſtale Jakes were a very pretty Expedient. 

Beau. Excellent, excellent, Furbin. | 

Far. Leave Matters to my Diſcreation, and if I do 
not | [Exi. 

Beau. I know thou wilt; go. go about it, proſper 
and be famous. Now e're I dare venture to meet Cour- + 
tine again, will I go by my ſelf, rail for an Hour or 


two, and then be good Company: TIO [ Exit. 


 "'Enrer Courtine and Sylvia. 

Sy/v. Take my Word, Sir, you had better give this Bu- 
ſineſs over. I tell you there's nothing in the World turns 
my Stomach'ſo much as the Man, that Man that makes 

e | 2 love 
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love to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my Life 


make love, but he looked ſo like an Als all the while, 
that I bluſh'd for him, | OG Weds 
Cour. I am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe 
dangerous Creatures they call She wits, who are always 
10 mightily taken with admiring themſelves, that. no- 
thing elſe is worth their notice, | 
Foy, Oh! who can be ſo dull not tobe raviſh'd with 
that boiſterous Mien of yours? that ruffling Air in your 
Gate, that ſeems to cry where-e'er you go, make room, 
here comes the Captain: That Face, the which bids de- 
hance to the Weather, Bleſs us! if J were a poor Far- 
mer's Wife in the Country now, and you wanted Quar- 
ters, how would it fright me? But as I am young, nut 
very ugly, and one you never ſaiv before, how loving- 
ly it looks upon me! Ry 
Cour. Who can forbear to ligh, look pale and lan- 

guiſh, where Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to 
enſlave a Heart ſo tratible as mine Is? Firſt, for the 
modiſh Swim of your Budy,the victorious Motion of your 
Arms and. Head, the ol afyour Fan, the Glancing of 
the Eyes; bleſsus! IfT were a dainty fine drelt Coxcomb, 
with a great Eſtate, and a little or no Wit, Vanity ia 
abundance, and good for nothing, how would they melt 


and ſoften me ? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, 


not Fool enough to be your Sport, nor lich enough to 
be your Prey, how glotingly they look upon me! 
Sy/v. Alas, alas! what puty 'tis your Honeſty ſhould 
ever do you Hurt, or your Wit ſpoil your Preferment? 
Cour. Juſt as much, fair Lady, as that you» Beauty ſhould 


make you be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 


$3/. The more I look, the more I'm. in love with you. 
.Cour. The mare I look, the more I am out of love 


with you. 466A ws ed ant How» 
yl. How my Heart fwells when I ſee you! 3 
Cour. How my Stomach riſes when Lam near you! 
Fy lv. Nay, then, let's bargain. 1 
Cour. With all my Heart; what? 
Sy. Not to fall in love Wath each other, I aſſure you 


F 
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Cour. But to hite one another conſtantly and cordially. 
Sy/v. Always when you are drunk, I defire you to talk 
ſcandalouſly of me. „ | 
Cour. Ay, and when I'am ſober too; in return whereof, 
whene'er you ſee a 1 of your Acquaintance, and 
I'chance to be named, be ſure you ſpit at the filty Re- 
membrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd me. 
Syd. In the next Place, when'er we meet at the Mall, 
T'defire you to humph, * out your Tongue, make ug- 
ly Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. 
Cour. Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next Turn- 
ing to pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another. 
Sy/v.. That I made. Acquaintance withal at the Mu- 
ſiek- meeting. oF 
Cour, Right, juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by 
your ſide, with his Hat under his Arm. 
Sy! Heiaikening to all the bitter things I can ſay to 
be event's. 1h iis | 
Cour, Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin 
to oblige you, for fear of being beaten for it when he is 
out of his walting. | 7 | 
 $3/v. Counterfeit your Letters from me. | 
exr. And you, to be even with me for the Scandal, 
publiſh to all the World I offered to marry you. 
Sy]. Oh h'deous Marriage! 
our. Horrid, horrid Marriage! 
Sy/v. Name, name no more of it. 
cur. At that fad Word let's part. 45 
Sy/v. Let's wiſh all Men decrepid, dull and filly.. 
Conr. And every Woman old and ugly. 
Sylv. Adieu! 4 
our. Farewel ! 
Enter a young Fellow affeledly dreſt, ſeveral others with Bim. 
Sy/v. Ah me, Mr. Frisk / 44 | 
risk. Madamsiſelle Sylvia ! ſincerely as I hope. to be 
ſav'd, the Devil take me, damn me, Madam, who's that? 
2 Ha, ha, ha, hea. IE xit. with Frisk. 
our True to thy Failings always, Woman ! how na- 
turally is the Sex fond of a Rogue]! What a Monſter was 
that for a Woman to delight in! Now muſt I love herſtill, 
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tho Il know I'm a Blockhead for't, and ſhall uſe me like a 
Blockkhead too, if I don't prevent her. What's to be done? | 
I'll have 3 Whores a day, to keep Love out of my Head. 
ST SS. i io 
Beaugara, well met again, how goMiatters? handſomlv ! 
Beau. Oh, very handſomly ! had you but ſeen how 
handſomly I was us'd jull now, you would ſwear ſn. | 
have heard thee rail in my Time, wou'd thou woud'it 
exerciſe thy Talent a little at preſent, GH, 
Cour. At what? . 1 * 
Beau. Why, canſt thou ever want 4 Subject? rail at 
thy ſelf, rail at me, I deſęrve to be rail'd;at: ſee there, 
Vrhat tlliiakeſt thou of that Engine, that moving Lump 
of Filthineſs miſcall'd a Man) * 
A Clumſy Felloto marches over the Stage dreſt like an Officer. 
Cour. Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him. 
: Rean. So. Ns : TY ; ; 
Cour. The Rafcal was a Retajler of Ale but yeſterday, 
and now he is an Officer and be hang'd, tis adainty Sight 
ina morning to ſee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawing 
his Legs after him, at the Head of a hundred luſty Fellows. 
Some haneſt Gentleman or. other ſtays now, becauſe 
that Dog had Money to bribe ſome corrupt Colonel withal 
Enter another gravely Dr. ; 
Beau. There, there's another of my Acqaintance,he was 
my Father's Footman not long ſince, and hs pimp'd for 
me oftener than he has pray'd for himſelf, that gocd 
Quality recomended him to a Nableman'sSeryice which, 
together with flattering, fawning. lying, ſpying, and in- 
forming, has rais'd him to an Tmployment of Truſt and 
Reputation, tho the Rogue can't write his Name, nor 
read his Neck-Verſe, if he had Occaſion, 
Cour. Tis as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Senſe 
ſhould be prefer'd as 'tis to think a Hector can be ſtout, 
a Prieſt Religious, a fair Woman Chaſle, or a pardon'd 
Rebel loyal. a, ; 
Enter two more jeeming earneſt in Diſcourſe. 
Beau. That's ſeaſonably thought on, Look there; ob- 
ſerve but that Fellow on the right Haud, the Rogue 


with the buſieſt Face of the two, I'll tell thee his Hiſtory, 
| | | Cour, 
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Cour. I hope hanging will be the End of his Hiſtory, - 


e D well T like him at the firſt Ag Ty | 
l. Res. He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd 
him; his Father was as obſcure as his Mother publick; e- 
1 very body knew her, and nobody could guels at him. 
\v Cour. He comes of a very good Family, Heaven be 
l praiſed. | 


Beau. The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by was Rebellionz | 
ſo a Rebel he grew, and flouriſh'd a Rebel, fought a- 
gainſt his King, and help'd to bring him to the Block. 

Cour. And was he not Religious too?) 


at | „ 
. Beau. Maſt, de voutly! He cou' d pray till he, ery d, and 
p preach till he foam'd, Which exce een hin 

popular, and at laſt prefer'd him to be a'worthy Member 
r. of that never tobe forgotten Rump- Parliament. 


Cour. Pray Sir, be uncover'd at that, and remem- 
ber it with Reverence. - 


7, Beau. In ſhort, he was a Committee-man, Sequeſta- 
t tor, and Perſecutor General of a whole County, by 
2 which he got enough at the King's 1 to ſecure 
ba himſelf in the general Fardon 
E Caur Nauſeous Vermin! that ſuch a Swine, with the 
7 mark of Rebellion in; his Forehead, ſhould wallow in 
his Luxury, whilſt honeſt Men are forgotten : 
18 Beau. Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus hap- 
r py, the ungratefu{ Slave diſowns the Hand that heal' d 
d him, cheriſhes Faction, to affront his Maſter, and once 
: more would: rebel againſt the Head, which-ſo lately 
= gd pigeon ⁶8¶„UUU En 8 
4 Cour, what a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword 
r be wears! p nana ny © 1, 
Bean. 'tis to keep his Cowardice in Countenance, the 
2 Raſcal will endure kicking moſt temperately for all that: 
3 I know five or fix more of the ſame Stamp, that never 
1 come abroad without terrible long Spits by their fi 


with which they will let you bore their own Noſes i 
you pleaſe: But let the Villain be forgotte. 

R Cor. His Co- Rogue I have ſome knowledge of; he's 
. a tatter'd worm. eaten Cale-putter, ſome call im Law: 
yer, one thit takes it very i he is not made 1 5 

eau. 
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Beau. Yes, and is always repining that Men of Parts 
afe hot regarded. F 4 E 
Cour. He has been a great Noiſe-maker in factious 
Clubs theſe ſeven Years, and now I ſuppoſe he is court- 
ing that worſhipful Raſcal, to make him Recorder of 
„ , WF YOU wndV 
Bir. To teach Tallow.chandlers and Cheeſe mon- 
gers how far they may rebel againſt their King, by vir- 
tue of Magna Charta. : | 
. Cour. But Friend Beazgarz, methinks thou art very 
ſplenetick of a ſudden: How goes the Affair of Love 
forward? proſperouſſy, haht _ 855 
Beau. Oh, F aſſure you moſt trinmphantly ; juſt now, 
ydu myſt know, I Tm with the ſweet, civil, inchan - 
ted Lady's Husband. wks $76 Te 
Cour, Well, and what ſays the Cuckold? is he very 
kind and good natur'd, as Cuckolds uſe to be? 

Bien, Why, he ſays, Courtine, in ſhort, thit I am a 
very filly Felfow (and truly Tam very apt to believe him) 
and that I have been jilted in this Affair moſt unconſcio- 
nably. A Plague on afl Pimps, I ſay, a Man's Buſineſs 
never thrives ſo well as when he is his own Solicitor. 
Tutte Sir Jolly and a By. | 
Sir Fol. Hiſt, hiſt, Capt. Capt, Capt. Boy. 

—_——_—— | | 
Sir v1. Run and get two Chairs preſent!y ; be ſure you | 
get two Chairs; Sirfah, do ye hear? Hete's Luck, here's | 
Luck; now, or never, Captain; never it not now, Cup» | 
taint heres Luck, ION Vat 
, Bear. Sir Jolly, no more Adventures, ſweet Sir /. 
Tam like to hive a very fine time on't truly. 
Sir Fol. The beſt in the World, dear Dog, the very | 
beſt iu the World: Sbud ſhe's: here hard by, Man, ſtays 
on purpoſe fur thee finely diſguis'd. The Cuckold has 
loſt her too; and no body knows any thing'oF the Mat- 
ter but ge no body but I; and J, you muſt know, Iam 
I, hah! and I, you little Toad, hh! 
. Beau. You are a very fin: Gentleman 
git Je The beſt natur'd Fellow I believe in the World | 
of my Teure: Now does my, Heart ſo thump for fear this | 
9% & SO08.0-3a4 O71 %. 1H, 4007 7 1.2! a Bulineſs 
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Buſineſs ſhould miſcarry.. Why, I'll warrant thee the 
Lidy is here, Man, ſhe's all thy own; tis thy own 
Fault if thou art not in Terra incognita within this half 
hour ; Come along, prithee come along, fy for ſhame 3 


what, make a Lady loſe her longing! Come along, I 


ſay, you———out upon't. . 

Bean. Sir, your humble. I ſhan't ſtir. 

Sir J. What, not go! | 

Beau. No, Sir; no Lady for me. 

Sir Fol. Not go! I ſhould laugh at that, Faith. 

Beau. No, I will aſſure you, not go, Sir. . _ 

Sir Jol. Away, you Wag, you jelit; you jeſt, you 
Wag ; not go, quotha ? 

Beau. No, Sir, not gol tell you; what the Devil 
would you have more? 5 | 

Sir Fo/. Nothing, nothing, Sir, but I'm a Gentleman. 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Ja. And do you think then that I'll be us'd thus? 

80 7 50 Male Reputati d tak 

ir Fo. Take away my Reputation, and take way 
my Lite. I ſhall be alſgrac'd for ever. 

Beau. I have not wrong'd you, Sir Telly. | 

Sir Fol; Not wrong'd me! but you ſhall find you have 
wrong'd me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine La- 
Va -ſhall never be truſted again Fm have Em- 
ployment more! I ſhall die of the Spleen, «o=Prithee | 
now be good-natur'd, prithee be perſuaded ; odd I'll 

ive thee this R ng, III give thee this Watch, tis Gold 
give thee any thing in the World, go. 

Beau. Not one Foot, Sir, 

Sir Jol. Now that 1 durſt but murder him — Well, 
ſhall I fetch her to thee ? what ſha]l I do for thee ? 

._ » Emter Lady Dunce. | 
Odds fiſh,” here ſhe comes herſelf; Now you ill-natured 
Churl, now you Devil, look upon her; do but look 
upon her: what ſhall I ſay to her ? 

Beau Ev'n what you pleaſe, Sir Folly. - 

Sir 7e/.'Tis a very ſtrange Monſter this—Madam, this 
is the Gentleman, that's he, tho": (as. one may ſay) he's 
ſomething baſhſul, but I'M tell him who you are) (Cet 

Qs Beaugard.P 


— 
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Beaugard.] If thou art not more crue] than Leopards, 
Lions, Tigers,” Wolves, or Tartars, don't break my 
Heart, don't killme, this Unkindneſs of thine goes to the 
Soul of me. [Goes to the Lady.] Madam, he ſays he's fo 
amaz'd at your triumphant Beauty, that he dares not ap- 


proach the Excellence that ſhines from you 
L. Dunce. What can be the meaning of this? 


Sir Fel. Art thou then reſolv'd to be remorſeleſs? | 


canſt thou be inſenſible? haſt thou Eyes? - haſt thou a 


Heart? haſt thou any thing thou ſhouldſt have? Odd 


T'1l tickle thee, get you to her, you Fool, get you to 
her, to her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha. 
L. Das e. Have you forgot me, Beaugard ? | 
Sir Jol. So, now to her again; I ſay, to her, to her and be 
hang' d Ah Rogue l ah Rogue! now, now, have at her, now 
have at her; there it goes, there it goes, Hey —Boys!— 
L. Dunce. Methinks this Face ſhould not fo much be 
alter'd, as to be nothing like what I once thought it, 
the Object of your Pleaſure, and Subject of your Praiſes. 
Sir Fol. Canning Toad ! wheedling Jade! you ſhall 
ſee now how by. Degrees ſhe']] draw him into the Whirl- 
pool of Love; now he leers upon her, now he leers 
upon her. O Jaw! there's Eyes! there's Eyes! I mult 
pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 


Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember that Þ 
had once an Acquaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and 


Beauty much reſembled yours; and if I may traſt my 
Heart, you are call'd Cꝰarinda. 

L. Dunce. Clarinaa I was call'd till my ill Fortune 
wedded me; now you may have heard of me by another 
Title: Your Friend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing 
2 Secret to you. ak $524 lt 


Beau. And are you then that kind inchanted fair one 


who. was ſo paſſionately in love with my Picture, that 


u could not forbear betraying me to the Beaſt. your- 
usband, and wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman that 


languiſh'd for you, only to make your Monſter merry? 


Hark you, Madam, had your Fool been worth it, I 
had beaten him, and have a Months mind to be exerci- 


_ fing my Parts that way upon your * 
Ts IT : 


Male-Band there. 
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Sir Fol. Ah Lordi ah Lord! alls ſpoil'd again, all's 
«lod; T ſhall be nndonie for ever! Way, what the De- 
vil is the Matter now? What have TD Jene . what Sins 
he Feommitted? TOR £ 12 (Able. 
TL. Dnce. And are wy che paſfenlte age of our 
Sex, who cannot live a week in London without Loving? 
Ate you the Spart that ſends your Picture up and be hy 
to longing Ladies, longing for Pattern of your Perſon? 
Bean. Ves, Madam, when Tireceiye {6 good Heſtages 
as the fe ate (Shows ebe Gold.) that Ir fhall be well ust. 
Cou'd you find nobody but me to Fade Fool withal? 
' Sip! Jol. Aldek-aday 17 0 794005 „ | 
L. Dynce. Cou'd you pſicdveipoar nodody. but W. 
wretch?d Woman, that _ lov'd you too wes to abuſe 
you thus? '' 
Sir J. That ever I was born! 1 4 <1 
Beau. Here, here, Madam, III return you your Dirt. 
F ſcorn'your Wages. as I do your Servite. 8 
L. Dance. Fy for Sbame, what, refund? thut 1 not 
like a Soldier to refund: Keep, keep it, to pay your dem. 
/ireſs withale N 
Sir J. His Semſfreſi, who the Devil is his Sem r* 
Odd, what would I give to know that now lia. 
IL. Dunce. There was a Ring too which I ſent you 
this Afternoon ; if that fit not your Finger, you may diſ- 
pole of it ſome other wah; where it may gi ve no oeca- 
ſion of Scandal, and you'll do well. 
Beau. A Ring, Madam! e 
L. Dunce. A ſmall Trifle; I ſuppoſe Sir David deli- 
ver'd it to you, when he return'd you your MOOR. 
Beau. I beſeeeh you Madam! 4 
L. Dance. Farewel; you Traitor. 
Beau. As I hope to be ſavd and upon the word of 2 
Gentleman. 
L. Durce. Go, you are a falſe ungrateful Brute; and: 
trouble me no more. Sir 7 . Of Lr. 
Beau. Sir Folly, Sir 7 , Sir olly, | 
Sir Jol. Ah Ka Rebel! 5 7 - Y 1 
Beau. Some Advice, ſome Advice das F riend, ere" 
I'm ruin'd. 
Sir 
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Sir Fol. Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Ho- 
nour's Supper, that's all the Remedy that I know. 
Beau. But prithee hear a little Reaſon. 
: Sir Fel. No, Sir, I ha' done; no more to be aid, 1. 
done; I am aſham 4 of you, I'll have no more to fay to 
rau, I'll never 1 2 85 Face. again, good b'w | 
[Exit Sir Jolly. 
Baus. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been 
doing today? a Ring! deliver d by Sir David—what 
can that-mean ? le on her for a Jilt, ſhe lyes, and 
has à mind to amuſe and laugh at me a Day or two lon- 
ger. Hiſt, _ comes her Beaſt, once more: | Pll uſe 
BA ;civilly, and ry what Diſcovery I can make. 
1 3 Sir David Dunce 
Sir Dad. Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captain“ 8 Jewel; ; Ve- 
Ty well: In troth I had like to have forgotten it. Ha, ha, 
ha !J-— how damnable mad he'll be now, when I ſhall 
deliver him his Ring again, ha, hal poor Dog, he'lb 
hang himſelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha!-- Faith, 'tis a very 
pretty Stone, and finely-ſet : .Homph! if Lſhould keep it. 
now:? 1 Il ſay T have loſt e: No, II give it him 
again, o' purpoſe to vex him, ha, ha, ha | 
Beau. Sir David, I am heartily 5 — | 
Sir Dev: O Sir, tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha. 


What ſhall J fay to him now to terrify him? [46 de. 


Beau. Me, Sir. ä 
Sir Dad. Ay, you, Sir, if your Name be Captain a 
gard. How like a Fool he looks already) A/ge. 


"Bear. What you pleaſe, Sir. 


Sir Dav.. Sir, L would ſpeak a Word with you, if you 


think fit. What 'thall I do now to keep my Counte- 


nance ? - [4/iae. 


Beau. Can I be ſo happy, Sir, as to b: able to ſerve 


you in any thing ? 


F Sir Dav. 'No, Sir; ha, ha, ha: I have Commands of i 


Service to you, Sir; 0 Lord, ba, ba, ha. Ny 

Beau. Me, Sir! | 5 

Sir Dav. Ay, Sir; you, Sir; 25 But put 0 on your Hat, 
Friend, put on your Hat; bz cover'd. | 


Beau. Sir, will you pleaſe to ſit down o on this Bank? | 


112 Sir 


Fg 
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Sir Dav. No, no, there's no need, no need; for all 
T have a young Wife, I can ſtand upon my Lege, Sweet- 
heart. 29 3 . 1811 | ; 4 : OO : 
' Reau. Sir I beſeech you. 5 e 

Sir Dav. By no means; I think Friend, we had ſome 
hard Words juſt now, 'twas about a paltry Baggage, but 
ſhe's a pretty Baggage, and a witty Baggage, and a Bag» 

age that.. 3 1121 
. Beau, Sir, I am heartily aſham'd of all Miſdemeanor 
on my Side. | | | | 

Sir Dav. You do well; tho” are you not a damn'd 
Whore-maſter, a devi liſn Cuckold-making Fellow? here, 
here, do you ſee this? here's the Ring you ſet a roguing z 
Sir, do you thiak my Wife wants any thing that you can 

- „ 11 warrant you this Ring coſt 
5 fifty Pounds: What a prodigal Fellow you are to throw 
away ſo much Money; or didſt thou ſteal it, old Boy? 
l >. believe thou may*it be poor, Þ'11 lend thee Money up- 
ö / on't, if thou think'ſt fit, at thirty in the hundred, be- 
4 cauſe I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 2 3 
. Beau. Sir, your humble Servant, Tam ſorry 'twas not 
worth your Lady's Acceptance. Now what a Dog am I! 
Sir Dav I ſhould have given it thee before, but faith I 
SH forgot it, tho' it was not my Wife's Fault in the leaſt 5 
{ for ſhe ſays, as thou likeſt this Ulage,. ſhe hopes to have 
thy Culom again Child; ha, ha, ha 1 
Beau. Then Sir, I beſeech you tell her, that you have 
made a Convert of me, and that I am fo ſenſidle of my 
inſolent Behaviour towards her 15 
V Sir Dav. Very well, I ſhall do it. | 
| Beau. That 'tis impoſſible I ſhall ever be at Peace with 
| myſelf, till I find ſome way how to make her Reparation. 
a Sir Dav. Very good, ha, ha, ha. 


5 Beau. And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like 
E Offence again — 1 3 
P Sir Dav. No Sir, you had not beſt; but proceed, 


- ha, ba. Be... | Ln 5360) 
Beau. Let her baniſh all good Opinion of me for ever. 
Sir Day. No more to be ſaid, your Servant, good 

| >vp od nb 
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Hear. One Word more, I beſeech you, Sir Dhoye”, 
Sir Dav. What's that ? 
Beau. I beg you tell her, that the generous Reproo? 
ſhe has given me has ſo wrought upon me 


Sir Dav. Well, I will. | 
Reau. That T*-efteem this Jewel not dy 4 as 2 Wreck 


redeemed from my Folly,. but that for her fake I will 
| Preſerve it to the utmoſt Moment of my Life.” 
Sir Dar. With all my Heart J vow and ſwear. 


Beau. And that I long to convince her Jam not the 


Brute ſne might miſtake me for. | 
Sir Dar. Right; well, this will make the pureſt Spott 
[47 de.] Let me ſee; firſt you ackncwledge yourſelf to 

a very impudent Fellow. | | 

Bean. I do ſo, Sir. 

Sir Dar. And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till For 
have fatisfy'd my Lady. 

Beau. Right, Sir. 

Sir Dar. Satisfy'd her] very good; ha, ha, ha, and 
that you will never play the Fool any more. Be ſure 
you keep your Word, Friend. 7 | 

Bens. Never, Sir. 

Sir Dar, And that you will keep that Ring for her 
eke, as long as you live, ha! 

' Bean. To the Day of my Death, IIIl aſſure you. 

Sir Day. I proteſt that will be very kindly done and 
that you long mightily, long to let her underſtand that 
you are another gueſs Fellow than ſhe may take you for. 
ng Exactly Sir, that is the Sum and End of my De- 

es 

Ser Dav. Well, T'11 take care of your Buſineſs, I'll do 
your Buſineſs, Pi} warrant you; this will be the pureſt 
ſport when I come home! [Afpae.) Well your Servant, . 
remember,” be ſure you remember: Your Caving [Ex. 

Beau. So, now I find a Husband is a delicate Inſtru- 
ment rightly made uſe of ..= To make her old jealous: 
Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, I think tis as worthy an 
Employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put to. 

A were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, | 
e younger Brothers could lead better Lizes. 3 [Ex. 


CE 
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ACT III. S CE NE I. 
S CEN E, covem- Garden. 


Enter Sylvia and Courtine. 


Sy/v.” J. O fall in love, and to fall in love with a Sol- 
1 dier, nay a disbanded Soldier: too, a Fellow 
with the Mark of Cain upon him, which every body: 
knows him by, ang is ready to throw. Stones at him for. 
Cour. Damn her, I ſhall never enjoy her without ra- 
viching; if ſhe were but very rich and very ugly, I 
would marry her. Ay, *tis ſhe, I know her miſchievous 
Look too well to be miſtaken in it — Madam 
Sylv. Sir, | 
Cour. Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have reſolv'd 
not to let me be quiet. N 
Sylt. Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt 
me up and down every where at this ſcandalous Rate; 
the World will think we are acquainted, ſhortly. | 


Cour. But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of 


my Reputation, and from this time forward fhun and a- 
void you moſt watchfutly. 
Sylæ. Have you not haunted th s Place theſe two Hours? 
Cour. Tas becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhip's 
Home then, and therefore might reaſonably be the Plate 
you leaſt of all frequented ; one would imagine you were 


gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome Place of 


publick Appearance or other ; 'tis pretty near the Hour, 


'twill be Twilight preſently, and then the Owls come 


all abroad. 

. Sy/v. What need I take the Trouble to go ſo far a 
Fowling, when there's Game enough at our own Doors? 
Cour. What, Game for your Net, fair Lady?” 
Sytv. Yes, or any Woman's Net elſe, that will ſpread it. 

Cour. To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the Bu- 
ſmeſs, Iwill here leave you preſently, tho' I loſe the 
Pleaſure of railing at you. by, 

 $y/v. Do ſo, I would adviſe you; your Raillery be- 
trays your Wit, as bad as your clumſey Civility does 
your Breeding. Ceur, 


1 


"_ 2 
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Cour. Adieu. „ 
Syls. ESR C 1 34 
Cour. Why do not you go about your Buſineſs ? 
Sy/v. Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, 

that you might not dog me. 

Cour. Were it but poſſible that you could anſwer me 
one Queſtion truly, and then I ſhould be fatisfy"d. _ _ 
 Sy/v. Any thing for Compoſition to be-r:d of you 
handſomly. N | : : 12 
Cour. Are you really very honeſt? Look in my Face, 
and tell me that. 


Sylo Look in your Face and tell you, for what? To 


ſpoil my Stomach. to my Supper ? 


Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed, 


Sweet-heart ; I would, if poſlible, be better acquainted 
with thee, becauſe thou art very ill-natur'd. 


Sy/v. Your only way to bring that Buſineſs about ef- 
fectually is to be more troubleſom; and if you think it 
worth your while to be abuſed ſubſtantially,” you may 
make your perſonai Appearance this Night. 

Cour. How? where? and when? and what Hour, I 
beſeech thee ? . N 

Sy/v. Under the Window, between the Hours of Ele- 
ven and Twelve exactly. 

Cour. Where ſhall thoſe lovely Eyes and Ears hear 
my Plaints, and ſee my Tears. j 


Sy/v. At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, if thaw: 
cant know thy Foe from thy Friend, [Exit.. 
Cour. Here's another Trick of the Devil now; under 


that Window, between the Hours of Eleven and Twelve 


exactly. Iamadimn'd Fool, and muſt go; let me ſee; 


ſuppoſe I meet with a luſty beating: Piſh, that's nothing 


for a Man that's in love; or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome. 


Way to make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me 
to the Scorn of the World, for an Example to all amo- 
rous Block heads hereafter? why if ſhe do, I'll ſwear I 
have lain with her; beat her Relations, if they pretend 
to vindicate her; and ſo there's one Love Intrigue pret- 
ty well over. : 5.1 [Exit, 


Enter 
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E nter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin. 

Sir Day. Go get you in to "ew Lady now, and, tell 
her I am coming. 

Verm. Her Ladyſhip, Right worſhipfal, is pleaſed not 
to be at home. 

Sir Dav. How's that ? my Lady not at home ! run, 
run in and ask when the went forth, where ſhe is gone, 
and who is with her ? run and ask, Yermin. 

Perm. She went out in her Chair preſently after you, 
this Afternoon. 

Sir Dav. Then I am to be a Cuckold ſtill for ought. I 
know: What will become of me? I have furely loſt, and 
ne' er ſhall find her more; ſhe promis'd me ſtrictly to ſtay 
at home till T came back again; for ' ought I know ſhe 
may be up three Pair of Stairs in the Tape now. 

Verm. Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir? _ 

Sir Dav. Or it may be taking the Air as far as Knights- 
Bridge with fome ſmooth-fac'd Rogue or another: Tis 
a damn'd Houſe, that San, that Star at Knights- e, 
is a confounded Houle, Vernin. | 

Verm. Do you think the is there then 2 464 
Sir Day,” No, I do not think the is there neither; bat 
ſuch a thing may be, you know: wou'd that Barn E hus 
was under Water too, there's a thouſand Cuckolds a Year 
made at Barn-E/ms, by Ry/ammd's Pond; the Devil if 
ſhe ſhould be there this Evening, my Heart's broke. 

Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir 79). That muſt be Sir Davy ; ay, that's hes. that's 
he, ha, ha, ha, was ever the like heal a of? was ever. a- 
ry thing ſo pleaſant? 

Sir Dav. f I Tock her 3 775 Days and three Nights 
without Meat, Drink, or ight; ; PI humbls her in the 
DeviT's Name. 

8ir Fol. Well; could I but meet my Friend Sir Davy, 
it would be the joyfulleſt News for im—— _. 

Sir Day. Who's there.that has any, thing | to ſay tome? 
1 Tt Ah my F fiend of de N Woe ſuch 
idings? | © ; 

Sir Day. I =P e loſt my Wife 1 4 

Sir Jol. Loſt he er! "he's not le 1 FTA TE 1 8 

N Fir 
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Sir Dar. Yes Alas, ſhe's dend, irrecoverably Joſt. | 
Sir %. Why, Iparted with her within this half Hour. | 

Sr Di Did you ſo, are you ſurc it was ſo? where | 

Was it? TI have my Lord Chief. Jultice's Warrant and 

a Conſtable pieſently. 1 W Your | 
Sir Jol, And ſhe made the pureſt Sport now, with. a 

young Fellow, Man, that ſhe met withal accidently. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! that's worſe and worſe! a young 

Fellow! — my Wife making Sport with a young Fel. 

low ! Oh, Lord! here are Doings, here are Vagaries ! 

PT run mad, III climb Bere. Steeple preſently, beſtride 


the Dragon, and preach Cuckoldom to the Whole City. 
Si Fol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen d to 
be an idle Coxcomb that pretended to be Way with 
„% ; , ES 

Sir. Dat Indeed, in love with her! who was it? what's 
his Name? I warrant you won't tell a Body I' in- 
dict him in the Crown Office; no, PM iſſue Warrants 10 
*pprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of Fav. 19. 
won't you tell me what young Fellow it was? was it . 
very andſom.y dung Fellow, hah — 9 


5 Sp Err. bor e a{\ ol 2. 
Si, Ful. Handiomt Yes hang h:m, the Fellow's hand- | 


<» 


ſome enough; he is not very handſom neither, but he 
Has a develifh Teering black Eye, © + 
n „ 
Sir Jil. His Pace too is a good riding Face; tis no 
ſoft effeminate Complexiop indeed, but his Countenance 
3s ruddy, fanguine and chearful; a deviliſh Fellow in a 


"Corner I'll warrant him. 5 7 
Sir Das,. Bleſs us! what will become of me? why the 
Devil did I marry a young Wife ? Is he very well ſhap'd 
too, tall, trait, and proportionable, hab 
Sir Jol. Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he 
is tall enough too : He's none of your overgrown lub- : 
-berly Flanders Jades, but more of the true Engliſb Breed, | 
well knit, able and fit for Service, old Boy; the Fellow } 
is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong and 
active I have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. t 
Sir Dan. Who can this be? Well, and what think you, i 
Friend, has be been there! Come, come, Vim ſenfible WM + 


ſhe's 


| come: up the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he 
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ſhe's a young, Woman: and.I am an old Fellow, troth 2 
very of Fellow, Tſignify little or nothing now. But do 
you 1 he has prevail d? am I a Cuckold, Neighbour? . 

Sir Ju Cuckold! what, a Cuckold, in Covent -Gar- 
den ? Na, F1l eſſure you, I believe her to be the molt vir- 
tugus Woman in the World ; but if you had but ſeen— 

t;r Dav Ay, would Ih 4, what was it ? 

r Jol. How like a Rogue ſhe us'd him: Firſt fel 
an 
then he bows, down thus How now, fa Anka 
505 the 9 5 5 Fellow have? Gy oy 
, Sir Du ph f ha I, wells and, w t then! 

Sir Fol. e fays he ag-in, nie as he 13 be- 
0 my Heart is ſo entirely yours, that except you take 
pity of my Sufferings, I muſt here die at your Feet. 

Sir Dav. So, and what ſaid: heagaingNetghbour, 2 hah !: 

Sir Jil. Ga, you are a Fop. 

Sir 555 Ty ha, did the e indeed? ie 67 ary 
irdee Iam glad ont, troth I am glad on't; ba | 
and » he a, And how, 25 well, 24 what ? ha !— - 

Sir Jol. Madam, ia po he, this won't do, Iam your 
- Humble Servant for all this; you may een 
. 11]-vatur'd;as you pleaſe, SY ſhall make bold. 

Sir 545 Was there ever ſuch an AE Fellow? 

Sir Jil. Wich that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a auer 
J ckanapes, and PII have you kick d. 

Sir, Dav. Ha, ha, ha! Well, [ would- not ks anmar- 


| 17. again ta be an, Ange 


Y STIs But the belt Jett of all was, whouhis Would 
e at lalf. 
Sir Dar. Ay, who indeed! I warrant you home £ u. 
ly Fellow or other, poor Fool! 

Sir Fol. E'en a ſcandalous. Rake hell, that lingers up 


and down the Town by the Name of Captain Beaugard ; 


bat | he has been a bloody Cuckold. making Scoundre! 1 in 
is time. 

Sir Das. Hang him Sot, is it he? L don't ls him 
thus, not aget Finger, Man; tomy Knowledgethe hates 
him, ſhe ſcorns him, Neighbour, FT know it; bar; :yery 
well fatisfy'd in | the Point; denden, I hare ſeen him ſince 

that, 


- 
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that, and have out hector'd him: I am to tell her from | 
His own Mouth, that be promiſes never to, affront her 


_ <Knore.. © PT hs 
e . F 23 3 
Sir Dav. Ay, . 


Enter 275 Dance, a her Chairman, | 
Chairman. God bleſs you, l, thank your Honour. 
Sir J. Huſh, huſh, there's my Lady, I'll be gone, 

III not be feen, your humble Servant, Good by'w'y. 
Sir Day. No Faith, Sir Fo/ly, een go into my Houſe 
now, and ſtay Sup r with me, wel han t ſupp d toge- 
ther a great while. 2: a 
Sir 721. Bat ay y ou ſo? 1 don't 925 if 1 dd, faith, 
85 all my Heart; e may give. we an © pportupit 
t all things right” r 4 25 1 
Sir Day. My Dear?! 
L. Dunce. Sir! - © 
Sir Das. You have been PETR my "> 1 ſee. 
I. Dunce:' Only for 4 little Air, truly I was almoſt 
[4s within Doors, I hope you will not be angry, 
Sir David, wilt you ? 
TY Sir Das. Angry, Child! n no ; Chil, not 15 whit ſhould 
I be angry R 
L. Dance. I wonder, Sir David, you will ſerve me at 
this Rate. Did you not promiſe me to go in my behalf 
to Beaigard, and correct him e to my Toftruc- 
ti ons for his Inſolence? | 
Sir Deo: So I did, Child; I' have been with . 
Sweet heart, L have told him all to a Tittle, I gave him 
- back again the Picture too; but as the Devil would 
have it, I forgot the Ring, faith L did. 
Z. Dune, Did you purpoſe, Sir Sdon, to render me 
ridiculous to the Minl abominate? what ſcandalous Inter- 
| Friſe of think you, mult he make of my retaining any 
rifle of his, ſent me on ſo diſhonobrable Terms? 
Sir Das. Really, my Lamb, thou art in the right ; 
ber, SI 3 bach afterwards, d dear Heart,, and did. the 
ſto fome purpoſe. 
ence, Tam glad that you did, with AM n my Heart. 
13 Dav.. Teber! his N bn. warrant hiin. 


.. Dance. 
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L., Dance Leſſon 1 pat Leſſon he ena to give him ? : 
Sit Dar, WI y. Pho 12 him as he lik d that Oase be | 
mig Re come again; ba, ha, # 
L. Bunce, "Ay, and ſo let him. f ̃ 
Sir Da. With all my Heart, I'll ars hie Wo hs 
or hang me; tho thou wou'dſt not imagine how the poor 
D—t's alter'd*. La you there now, but as certainly as 


4 ſtand here, that Man is troubled that he ſwears he ſhall 

7. not reſt Day nor Ng, till he has ſatisfied thee ; ptithee be 
ife ſat'sfed with him if it js poſſible, my Dear, prithee do, - 
be. WW] promis'd him before I left him to tell thee as much 
? for the poor Wretch, looks ſo ſimply, I could not chuſe 

th, ¶ but pity him, I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, | 

10 Sir Jol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chits 

, face; odd I cou'd find in my heart to put my little Finger 


in your Bubb es- 


but reſent your ſo ſoon Reconcilement with a Man that 
oſt I hate worſe than Death, and that if you lov'd me with 
y half that Tenderneſs you profeſs, you would not forget an 
"if Affront ſo palpably. and ſo.hafely affer'd me. | 
1d Sir Dav. Why Chicken, where's the Remedy? What's 
to be done? How wouldſt thou have me deal with him? 

IL. Dunce. Cut his Throat. | 
Alf Sir Day. Bleſs us for ever ! cut his Throat [ . 
e. do Murther? | 

L. Din e. Murther, yes, any thing to yes an incor- 
rigible Enemy of your Honour, one that has reſol vd to 
. perſiſt in abuſing of you: ſee, here this Letter, this 1 re-- 
14 ceiv'd ſincel laſt parted with you; juſl now it was wg 
| into my Chair by an impudent Lacguey of his, kept 0? 
FAY purpoſe for ſuch Employments. 

Sir Div Let me ſee: a Letter indeed E the La- 
* dy Dunce dunn d Rogue, tieacherous Dog, what can 
Ihe fay in the Inſide naw ? here's a Villain. 
E L.Dunce. Ves, y ou had beſt break it open, you had ws: . 
he tis like the reit of your Diſcretion. . 

: Sir, Dau. , Lay, if I have;an. Enemy, 'tis beſt for me 
o know. What Miſchief he intends ine ; therefore, with 
tour leave, I will break it open. 

; L. Dunce. 


L. Dunce. Sir David, I muſt tell you. that cannot 
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E. Durce. Do, do, to have him believe that I was 
pleaſed enough with it to do it my ſelf: If you have the 
Sp rit of a Gentleman in you, carry it back, and daſh 
it, as it is, in the Face of that audacious Fellow. 
Sir Jol. What can bz the meaning of this now? 
Sir Day. A Gentleman, yes Madam, Tam a Gentle- 
man, and the World ſhall find that Iam a Gentleman 
I have certainly the beſt Woman in the World. | 
L. Dunce What do you think muſt be the End nf all 
this? Thave no Refuge in the World, but your Kind- 
neſs: Had Ja jealous Husband now, how miſerable 
, 725075 „ 
Sir Jol. Ah Rogue's Noſe! ah Devil! ah Toad! cun- 
ning Thief, wheedling Slut, Pl bite her by and by. 
Sir Dar. Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor 
never will be jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt thou 
ſhalt not make me jealous; I love thee too well to ſu- 
L. Dunce. Ah, but how long will you do ſo? 


Sir Dav. How long? as long as Ilive T warrant thee, | 


T'— don't talk to a Body ſo: I cannot hold if thou doſt, 
my Eyes will run over, poor Foo]! poor Birdſnies! 
poor Lambkin! 3 CC 

L. Dance. But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer 
my Deſires? will you once more endeavour to make that 


Traitor ſenſible that Thave too juſt an Eſteem for you, 


not to value his Addreſſes as they deſerve ? 
Sir Dad, Ay, ay, Iwill. a . = 
L. Dunce. But don't ſtay away too long, Dear; make 
what haſte you can, I ſhall be in pain till I ſee you aga n. 
Sir Der. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, P11 be with 
thee in a Moment: How happy am I ahove the reſt of 
Men! Neighbour, dearNeighbour, walk in with my wife, 
and keep her Company till return again. Child, don't 
be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife? well, di, da, da: don't be troubled, prithee don't 
be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da, [Ex. 
L. Dance. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly. © 


70 1 ; 
& 1 


Sir Jol. Don't be troubled, prithee don't be trou- 


bled, da, Ai N 
; L. Dance. 


L. Dunce. But Sir Folly, can — gueſs whereabout 


AS 


he my wandting Officer may be probably found now? 

h Sir Jo]. Found, Lady? he is to be found, Madam, 
Ihe is to be at my Houle preſently, Lady; he's certain- 
ly one of the finzſt Fellows in the World. 4 

e. L/ Dunce. You ſpeak like a Friend Sir Folly. 


Sir 5%. His Friend, Lady; no madam, his Foe, 
his utter, Enemy, I ſhall be his Ruin, I ſhall undo him. 


In L. Dunce You may, if you pleaſe: then come both 
d. and play at Cards this Evening with me for an Hour or 
le two; for I have contrived it fo, that Sir David is to be 

| abroad at Supper to Night, he cannot poflibly avoid it; 
n- J long to win ſome of the Captain's Money flrangely. 
; Sir Jol. Do you ſo, my*Gameſter? well, I'Il be ſure 
or to bring him, and for what he carries about him I'll 
u warrant you odd he's a pretty Fellow, a pretty 
u- Fellow, he has only one Fau't. | 


L. Dunce. And what is that I beſeech you Sir? 
Sir 7-/. Only too loving too goodnatur'd, that's alli 'tis 
certainly the beſt natur d Fool breathing, that's allhis Fault 
L. Dance. Hiſt, hiſt, I think I ſee Company coming; 
if you pleaſe Sir F-/y, we'll go in- | 
Enter Beaugard Kalle d by Sir David and Vermin. 
Sir Jol. Mum, mum, tis he himſelf, the very ſame; 
odds fo, Sir Davy after him too, huſn, huſh, huſh, let 
us be gone, let us retire; do but look upon him now, 
mind him a little, there's a Shape, there's an Air, there's 
a Motion ! Ah Rogue, ah Dl, get you in, get you in, 


Ee 1 ſay, there's a Shape for you. [Exit L. Dunce. 
. Beau. What the B11 ſhall do to recover this day's 
h Loſs again? my Honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight 
f has forſaken me; methinksT am quandary'd, like one go- 
2 ing with a Party to diſcover the Enemy's Camp, but had 
't loſt his Guide upon the Mountains: C—le on him, old 
h Argos is here again: there can be no good Fortune to- 
t wards me when he's at my Heels. 
8 Sir Dav. Sir, Sir, Sir, one Word with you, Sir! Cap- 
. tain, Captain, noble Captain, one Word I beſeech you, 
— Beau. With me, Friend? | 


Sir Dav. Yes with you, my no Friend. 
N Beau. 


” 
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Beau. Sir David, my Intimate, my Boſom Phy fician--- 
Sir Davy. Ah Rogue! damn'd, Rogue! 

Beau. My Confeſſor, my deareſt Frind I ever had 
Sir Dav. Dainty Wheedle, here's a Fellow for ye. 
Beau. One that has det me to be in love with Vir- 


tue, and ſhewn me the ugly inſide of my Follies. t 
Sir Dav. Your humble Servant. 
Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold in your Love as 
you are in your F riendiblp, Sir David, your Lady has t 
the worſt time on't of any one in Chriftendom. t 
Sir Dav. So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from 
the inſolent Solicitations of ſuch a Fellow asyou are Sir, N 
Beau As me, Sir? why, who am I, good ir Domine 
Dodd le pate? | ſe 
_ Sir Das. So. take notice he threatens me, PII "Wa. "FI v 
1 bound to the Peace inſtantly; will you never have remoarſe 
1 of Conſcience, Friend? have you baniſh all ſhame from 7 
3 yourSoul? Do you cdnſider myName topic David Dance? 
that I have the moſt virtuous Wife living? Do you conſider tl 
= that? Now how like a Rogue he look . what a P 
_ Hang-dog Leer wes chat? _ 5 P 
| Beau. Your virtuous Wife, Sir! you are always harp- h. 
4 ing upon that ſtring Sir David, 
+4 Sir Dar. No, *tis you wou'd be harping upon that 
44 | String Sir; ſee you this; caſt your Eyes upon this, this . 
1 Letter Sir; did you not promiſe this very Day, to abandon re 
. all manner of Proceedings of this Nature, tending to 
= the Diſhonour of me and my Family? — in 
. Beau. Letter, Sir? what the D=1 does 2 mean now? if 
| Let me ſee, for the Lady Dance; this is no Scrawl of ca 


mine, III be ſworn by Fove, her own Hand! what a 

Nog was I! forty to _ but I had play*d the Fool, and m4 
ſp il*d all again, Was there ever ſo charming a Creature | | 
breathing? Did your Lady deliver, this to your Hands, t 
Sir? | qu 


Sir Dav. Ew'n her own ſelf in perſon, Sir, and bad 18 
me tell you Sir, that ſhe has too juſt an Eſteem for me, do 
Sir, not to value ſuch a Fellow as you are, as you deſerve. a 

Beau. Very good: ¶ Reads the Letter. ] I dout not but this deri 
Letter will ſurprize you * in troth, and ſo it does 8 


extremely) 1 
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| aum but refle& upon the manner of conveying i it 
to your Hand as kindly as you aan. 

Sir .Dav. Ay a damn{id- Thief, to have ie thrown inco 
the Chair by a Footman. 

Beau. [Reads.] Would Sir David were bot half ſo kind 
to you as I am. 

Sir Dav. Say you ſo, you infinuating Ks EEE 

Bead. But he, I am. fatisfy'd,: is ſo ſeverely. jealous, 
that except you- contrive ſome way te let me ſee you 
this Evening J fear all will be hopeleſs. 

Sir Dar. Impudent Traitor, I might have been a 
Monſter yet before 1 had got my Supper in my Belly. 

Beau. In order to which either appear yourſelf, or 
ſome body for you, half an Hour henee in the a 
when more may be conſider' d of. Adieu. ' © 

Sir Dev. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my 0 | 

u are come I ſee accordingly, but as a Friend I am 
honed? in Conſcience to tell you the Buſineſs won' t do 
the Trick won't paſs, Friend; you may put up your 
Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lie with my Wi 
Pugh, he N eee Wen 

a, ha, | 
Sir Jol. Hiſt, hiſt, kiſt. : 3 
Enter Lady Dunce and Fonrbin di aviod 2. 
L. Dance. Thats he, ther he is: ee. and. be 
rewarded. 

Four, Other People may think what the the leaſe ; 
in my own Opinion, I am a very pretty 1 low T8 | 
if my. Deſign but ſueceed upon this old Baboon, Il be 
cananiz'd. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Sir Dav. Friend! with me ? Would you ſpeak wich 
me, Friend? 

Four. Sir, my Commend wereto attend your Worſhip. 
Sir Je. Beaugard, : Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, 
quickly, hiſt. 

Sir Dar. Where do you live Sweet heart, and who 

do you Wo A 

Four. Si am a fmall 1 of the City, 1 
ſerve the Lord. Mayor in his Office there. | 

Sir 5 n the Lord * 5 
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Eur. Ves, Sir, who defites you b all means to do him 


the Honour of your Company at Supper this Evening- | 


Sir Dao. It will be the greateſt Honour I ever re- 


,ceiv'd in my Life; what, my Lord-Mayor invite me to 
Supper? I am his:Lordſhip's'moſt humble Servant. 


Four. Ves, Sir, if your Name be Sir David Dunce, as I 
have the Honour to be inform'd it is: he deſſres you 


moreover to make what haſte you can, for that he has 
ſome Matters of Importance to re your 


Honour, whieh may take up ſome times = AN 
L. Dante. I hope it will ſucceed. a 145 
Sir Das. Communicate with me! he Jojo too no- 


ble a Favour; III fly vpon the Wings of Ambition to | 
Jay my ſelf at his Footftool: My Bord Mayor ſends | 
him me to Invite — to Supper, to confer with me too: 


ceftainly a' great Mann 
25 25 What. auer val your Worlbip charge me 
back withal? "7: 
Sir Das Txt his Lordthip thong: that T am arhav'd 
and confounded at his Generoſit ind that L. am fo 


ttanſported with the Honour he does me, that I will | 


not fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 
Fur. I am your Worſhip's lowly Slave. 
Sir Dav. Vermin, go get the Coach ready; get me 
che Gold Medal too and Chain, which-T took ibm the 
Roman- Catholick Officer for a Popiſh Relick: I'll be 


| Fine; T1 mite, and drink Wine that's Divine. My 


Lord Mayer i invite me to Supper! 
L. Dance. My deareſty Pm glad to ſee wee return - 
in Safety, from the bojtom, of uy Heart: Haſt thou ſeen 


the Traitor. 


Sir Dav. Seen him! hang him, I bare cen him; 
Por on him, ſeen Alfie 55114 


D. Deuce. Well, and — iy become of him? 


Where is he? * „765 
Sir Da. Why doſt thou ask me Where he is? What 
A Pox care I. what becomes of him? prithee don't trou- 
ble me with thy Impertinence, 'T am buſy. 
L. Dance. Lou are not angry, my Dear, pre you? 
Sir D. v. No, but L am pleas d, and char all one: very 


much 
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much please d let me tell you, but that I am only to. ſup 
with my Lord-Mayor, that's all; wn elſe in the 
World, only the Buſineſs of the Nation calls upon me, 
that ball; therefore once more, I ſay, don't be trou- 

bleſome, but ſtand off. „ „ 
L. Dunce. You always think my Company trouble- 
ſome; you never ſtay at home to comfort me; what 
think you I ſhall do alone by my ſelf all this Evening, 
moping in my Chamber? Pray, my Joy, ſtay with me 
for once. I hope he won't take me at my Word. [de. 
Sir Day. I ſay again and again, Tempter ſtand off, L 
will not loſe my Preferment for my Pleaſure; Honour, © 
is towards me, and. Fleſh and Blood are my Averſion. 

L. Dunte: But how long will you ſtay then? 
Sir Dar. I don't know, may be not an Hour, may 
be all Night, as his Lordſhip and I think fit; what's 
that to any Body? WI. THE 3 


gz *s + 


%\* Wh 3 Nn al 
| very cruel to m. 


IL. Dunce. You are 5 
Sit Das. I can't help it; go, get you in, and paſs a- 


way the time with your Neighbour, 1 Ii be back again 
before I die; in the mean time be humble and confor- 
mable, go. Is the Coach ready ? 
Sir Dav. Well, your Servant; what, nothing to my 
Lady Mayoreſs! You have a great deal of Breeding in- 
deed, a great deal.; nothing to my Lady Mayoreſs? 
IL. Dunce. My Service to her, if you pleaſe. 
Sir Day. Well da, da, the poor Fool cries, o' my 


Conſcience! adieu, do you hear, firewel. [ Exit. 


L. Dunce. As well as what I love can make me. 
CCC 

Sir Fol. Madam, is he gone? 
L. Darda. In Poſt haſte, I aſſure You. ; 
„Sir Jol In troth, and Joy go with him. 

L. Dunce. Do you then, Sir Folly, conduct the Cap- 
tain hither, hiiſt I ge and diſpoſe of the Family, that 
we may be private. [Exit. 
28750 nter Sir Davy. 


Sir Der, Troth, 1 had forgot my Medal and Chain, 
quite and clean forgot my Relick ; I was forc'd to come 
Bi) 2 up 
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up theſe Back. Stairs, for ſear of meeting my Wife a- 
gain; it is the troubleſom'ſt loving Fool; I muſt into 
my Cloſet, and write a ſhort Letter too; tis Poſt Night, 
IJ had forgot that: Well, I wou'd not have my Wife 
catch me for a Guinea. Ei. 
Enter Beaugard and Lady Dunce. 

Beau. Are yox certain, Madam, no Body is this way? 
J fancy as we enter'd, I. a che Glimpſe of ſomething 
more than ordinary. | 

L. Davie. Is it your Care F me, or your perſonal 
Fears, that make you ſo ſuſpicious ? Whereabouts was 
the Apparition? 

Beau. There, there, juſt at the very Door. | 

L. Dance. Fy for ſhame, that's Sir Davy s Cloſet; and 
he, I'm ſatisf, 2 is fir enough off by chis time. Im ſure 
I heard the Coach drive him away. But to convince 
you, you ſhall ſee now: Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Da- 
©y, {Knockin ag 4 rhe Cleſet door.) Look you there ;-you 2 
Captain, and afraid of a: Shadow! Come, Sir, ſhall we 

call for the Ca? 

Beau. And what ſhall we play for; pretty One? 

L. Durce. E'en what you think beſt, Sir. 

Beau. Silver Kiſſes, or Golden 2 Come let us 
make Stakes a little. | 

Enter Sir Joll + 

Sir Fol, Ah Rogue, ah Rogue! are en ? Have 
1 caught you in Faith now, now, now ? 

L., Dynce. And who hall keep them? 

Beau. You, till Sir Davy returns from Supper: 
I. Dunce. That may be long enough: for our Engine 
Fogrbin his Orders not to give him over . 1 
aſſure you. ä 

Beau. And is it to erte then, I'm oblig 'd for this 
bleſs'd Opportunity ? Let us improve it to Love's ot 
Advantage. 

Sir Jol. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Ah, ha, 10 ha! 

Beau. Let's vow Eternal, and raiſe our Thoughts to 
Expectation of immortal Pleaſures: in one another Eyes 
let's read our Joys, till we've no longer Power o'er aur 


Deſires, drunk with this 3 Oh! 


E ww 


| Enter Sir Davy from his Cloſet. 
E. Dunce. Ah! e e 
Bear. By this Light, the Cuckold: Preſto, may, then 
Halloo. | [Gets up and runs away. 
Sir-Dav. O Lord, a Man; a Man in my Wife's Cham- 
ber! Murder, Marder & Thieves, Thieves, ſhut up my 
Doors | Madam Madam! Madam! 
50 Enter Sir Jolly. . 
Sir Jal. Ay, ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, 
where Nein, where, where? 2 | 
L. Dunce. Pierce, pierce this wretched: Heart, hard 
to the Hilts, dye this in the deepeſt Crimſon of my 
Blood; ſpare not' a miſerable Woman's Life, whom 
Heav'n deſign'd to be the unhappy Object of the moſt 
| horrid Uſage Mari &'er acted. | 
[Catebes up Berwugard's Sword, which he had lift behind 
Bim in the Hurry, and preſents it to Sir Davy. 
Sir Dav. What, in the Name of Satan, does ſhe 
mean now? _ _, FIR 1 
LI. Dunce. Curſe on my fatal Beauty f blaſted ever be 
theſe two baneful Eyes, that cou'd inſpire a barbarous' 


Villain to attempt ſuch Crimes as all my Blood's too 


little to atone for? Nay, you ſhall hear me 
Sir Davy. Hear you, Madam! No, I have ſeen too 
much, I thank you heartily; hear you, Quotha!=—— 
L. Dunce. Ves, and before I die too, FI1 be juſtify'd. 
Str Davy. Juſtify'd, oh Lord, juſtify'dT 
I. Durce. Notice being given me of your Return, f 
came with ſpeed to this unhappy Place, where F have oft 
been bleſt with your Embraces, when from behind the 
Arras out ſtarts Beaugard; how he came there Heav'n 
Sir Dav. PII have him hang'd for Burglary ;- he has 
broken my Houſe, and broke the Peace upon my Wife: 
Very | vi : | | 
L. Dunce. Strait in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt - with 
much add I plung'd and got my Freedom, ran to your 
Cloſet- Door, knuck'd and implor'd your Aid, calbd on 
your Name ; but all in vain=——— 


| | R 3 == L. Dunca. 


4 
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L. Dunize. Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopp d my ] 
Mouth; and, with Conqueror's Fury) 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord oh Lord! no more, no more, I 
| beſeech thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad! III 
plough up Rocks and Adamantine Iron Bars; I'll crack 
the Frame of Nature, ſally out like Zamerlane upon the 
Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe be- 
fore me. Oh Lord, ſtop her Mouth! Well, and how? 
and what then! ſtop'd thy Mouth! Well! Hah! 
L. Dance. No, t — I Rill am innocent; 
his curſed Purpoſe could not be accompliſh'd ; but who 
will live ſo inſur'd? No, I'll die to be reveng'd on my 
ſelf: I ne'er can hope that 1 may ſee his ſtreaming 
Gore; and thus I let out my nx 
IO ers to run upon the Sword. 
Sir Dav, Ha! what wouldit thou do my Love? pri- 
che don't break my Heart: If thou wilt "Kill, kill me; 
I know thou art innocent, I ſee thou art; tho, I had ra- 
ther be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe my poor 


Love, poor Deares, | poor Baby. 
2 [Peeps 
11 


Sl Alack-a- a 
C Bhs Ah met 10 151! 16; 
Sir Dav. Ah, prithee be eonfiforeed- now, prithee 
6 wolf why, II lovs thee the hetter for this, fot all this, 
hy houlſt be troubled for another's ill Do- 
1 I know! it was no fault of thine. 
ir 70/. No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear, 

Sir Dav. See, ſee, my neighbour weeps 001 ny is 
troubled to ſee thee thus, 

Ie Diners, Oh, but Revenge! 

Sir Dab. Why, thou ſhalt. have Revenge: ru hes 
him murd er'd ; I'l] have his Throat cut before to-mor- 
row Morning, Child: Riſe now, pritkee riſe. 

Sir J. Ay, do, Madam, and {mile upon Sir Dar'y. 

L. Dunce. But will you love me then as well as e'er 
you did! 

Sit Dao. Ay, and the longeſt Day I live too. 

L. Dunte. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that 
prodigious Mon ſter ? 

Sir Dav. Why, he ſhall be Crows-Meat by to-morrow 

ights 
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Night ;I tell thee he ſhall be Crows-Meat by Midnight, 
Chicken. aa TEAS LEH 09-4 P 22-1. 
L. Dynce, Then I will live! fince ſo, tis ſomething 
pleaſant; i a7) 7 fangs | (7 16% ent 
Whence I in Peace may lead a happy Life 


With ſuch a Hus band og 
Sir Dav. I with ſuch a Wife.  [Excunt. 


ACT IWILEECENTE L:. 
58 E N E, De Tavern,” | 
Enter Captain Beaugard, 'Courtine and Drawer. 
Draw. W Elcome, Gentlemen, very welcome Sir; 
Will you pleaſe to walk up one Pair 

of Bring PE | | genes 


Brau. Get the great Room ready preſently ; carry u 
top a good Stock of Bottles before-hand: with Ice to cool 


* * 1 4 . * 
1 


our Wine and Water to refreſii our Glaſſes, 15 
Draw. It ſhall be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, 
coming 3 Speak up in the Dolphin, ſome Bod 3 
Beau. Ah, Courtine muſt we be always idle! Muſt we 
never ſee our chest 1 again ! When ſhall we be 
rolling in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encamp'd in 
large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines cluſter 
about our Tents ; drink the rich juice, juſt preſt from 
the plump Grape feeding on all the fragrant Golden 
Fruft that grow in fertile Climes, and ripen'd by the 


 earlieft Vigour of the Sun! | af” 
Cour. Ah, Beaugard ! thoſe Days have been, but now 
we mult reſolve to content our ſelves at an humble Rate: 
Methinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen 
thee ina large Pavilion ! drowning the Heat of the Day 
in Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe charmin 

Beauties, whoſe dear Remembrance every Glaſs recorde 

with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Bedx- 
ard] faithful hearty Friends ! things as hard to meet with 
as Preferment here: Fellows that would ſpeak Truth 
| bold! y, and were proud n t that ſcorn'd ran, lov'd 


— 
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Honeſty, for twas their Portion; and never yet learn'd 
the Trade of Eaſe and Lying: But 0 

Bean. Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, 


and ſleep like Drones ; but there's a Gentleman on the 
other ſide the Water that may make Work for us all one Day. 


Cour, But in the mean white 
+ Rean. In the mean while Patience, Covrtine ; that is the 
Eng/ib Man's Virtue; Go to the Man that owes you Mo- 
ney, and tell him you are neceſſitated; his Anſwer ſhall be a 
little Patience, I befeechyou, Sir Ask a cowardly Raſcal 
Satisfaction for a ſordid Inju 23 ſhall cry, Alas 
a- day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt Man living, you won't have 
Patience to hear one ſpeak. Complain to a great Man that 
you want Preferment, that you have forſaken conſiderable 
Advantages abroad, in obedience to pub lick Edicts; all 
you ſhall get of him is this, You muſt have Patience, Sir. 
Cour. But will Patience feed me, or cloth me, or 

keep me clean ? BOS | 

Beau. Prithee no more hints of Poverty: Tis ſcan- 
dalous ; 'sdeath, I would as ſoon chuſe to hear a Sol- 
dier brag, as complain: Doſt thou want any Money! 
Caur. True indeed I want no Neceſſaries to keep me 
alive; but I do not enjoy my ſelf with that Freedom I 


would do ;there is no more Pleaſure in living at Rint 


than there is in living alone. I would have itin my Pow- 
er (when he needed me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my Friend; I 
would to my Ability deal handſomely too by the Wo- 
man that pleas'd me. I 1 
Beau. Oh, fy for ſhame! you would be a Whore - ma- 
fer, Friend; go, go, I'll have no more to do with you. 
Cour. I would not be forc'd neither at any Time to a- 
void a Gentleman that had oblig'd me, for want of Mo- 
ney to pay him a Debt contracted in our old Accquain- 
tance: It turns my Stomach to wheedle with the Rogue 
I ſcorn, when he uſes me ſo ſcurvily, becauſe he has my 
Name in his Shop- Book. 8 
Bean. As for Example, to endute the Fa miliarities of a 
Rogue, that ſhall cock his greaſy Hat in my Face, when 
he duns me, and at the ſame Time veil it to an over- 
grown Deputy of the Ward, tho' a frouzy F * 
. | BE : | . 
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Cour. To be forced to concur with his Nonſenſe too, 
and laugh at his Pariſh; Jelts, 
Beam To uſe Reſpects and Ceremonies to the Milch- 
Cow:his Wife, and: praiſe her pretty Children, tho' they 
ſtink of their Mother, and are uglier than the Iſſue of a 
Baboon ; yet all this muſt be endured. | 

Cour. Muſt it, Beaugeard ? 12 

Beau. And ſince tis ſo, let's think of a Bottle: 
- Cour. Wich all my Heart, for railing and drinking do 
much better together than by themſelves; a private Room, 
a truſty; Friend ar two, good Wine and bold Truth“, 
are my Happineſs. But where's our dear' Friend and 
Intimate, Sir Fo/ly, this —_— WRT 4 6 

| Beau: To deal like a Friend, Covrtine, I parted with 
him but juſt now; he's gone to contrive me a Meeting. 
if poſſihle, this Night, with the Woman my Soul is moſt 
fond of: I was this Evening juſt entring upon the Pa- 
lace of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable'a Diſap - 
pointment ln ſhort, that Plague to all well meanin 
Women, the Husband, came unſeabnably, and force 
a Poor Lover to his Heels, that was fairly making his 
Progrefs another way. Courtine, the Story thou ſhalt 
hear more at large hereafter rtr. 1 

Cour. A Plague on him, why didſt thou not murder 
| the preſumptipus Cuckold ? ſauey intruding Clown ! to 

are to liſeurd a Gentleman's Privacies, I would have 
beaten him into Senſe of his Tranſgreſſiom enjoy'd his 
Wife before his Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 
Beau. Look yau,. Caurtine, you think you are dealing 
with the Landſord of your Winter-Quarters in A7/atia, 
now ? Friend, Friend, there is a. difference between a 
Free-born Eng/iſ6 Cuckold, and a ſneaking Wittal of a 
conquer*d Province. . | 

Cour. Oh, by all means there ought to be a Differ- 

ence obſery'd between your arbitrary Whoring, and your 
limited Fornication n Wo 

Beau. And but reaſon: For tho' we may make bold 
with another Man's Wife in-a friendly Way ; yet nothing 
upon Compulfion, dear Heart. DES oa 

Cour. And now, Sir Joh, I hope, is tobe the Inſtru- 
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ment of ſome immortal Plot; ſome Contrivance. for the 
Good of the Body, and the old Fellow's Soul, Bed 
gard: for all —— go to Heav'n, that's moſt certdin. 

Beau. Sir Folly | Why, on my Conſcience he thinks it 
as much his undoubted Right to be Pimp-Maſter Ge- 
neral to London and Midalofex, as the Eſtate he poſſeſſes 
is: By my Conſent his Ween ſhould een have a Pa- 
tent for it. 

Cour, He is cererloly the fitteſt ſor me Employment 
in Chriſtendom ; he knows more Families by their 
Names and Titles, than all the - ppm bras and 
without the Walls. r 1 

Bean. Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of this choice 
Beauties about 'Town, illuftrated with a particular Ac- 
count of their Age, Shape, proportion, Colour of 
Hair and Eyes, Degrees of dp” Neue re 
Spots and Moles. ! 1 £2088 

Co. FE wiſh the old Runde wits bound: * baia my 
\ 0: 08; 3 what Marks * n 


1608 TROY Enter Sir Jolly. Jumble. on] ee 
E Pol. My Captains! my Sons of Matt; ha Imps of 
Fes, well encounter'd ; what, ſhall we have a ſpark- 
Iing Bottle or two, and uſe Fortune like a Jade ? Beau- 
gurd, you are 2 Rogue, vo ate Dog, 1 hate Feu; 
t you gone, 
22 258. But 977 5 r Folly, what News from pauli Sir 
ally 7 Is there any hopes T fhafl come there to- night 7? 
Sir Jol May be there is, may be there is not; I fay let 
us he a Bottle, and F will ſay nothing elſe without a 
Bottle: After a "Glaſs or two my Heart may open. 
Cue. Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Folly. 
Sir Fol. Will? we'IThave Dozens, and drink till we are 
wie, and fpeak well of no body, till we are leuder than 
M'dnight Whores, "ati&ditt-rat}disbanded Officers.) - 
Beau. Only one thin oo my nodle Knight; and 
| then we are Aale at thy thy & poll. 
Sir Jo, Well, and what's tür: Whats the besen a8 
Jau. This Friend of mine here ſtands in need of thy 
Afﬀfltance ; he's dimnaBly in _— Sir Folly. © 


Sir 
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Jir %. In Love! is he ſo! In- Love. Ods, my Life 
Is ſhel What's her, Name? Where does ſhe Jive? varran* 
vou know, herr the's,in,my, Table. Book III warran' 
Vou: Virgin Wife, or Weed [pals onda Table. Ba. 
Cour. In troth, Sir Jolly, that's ſomething a difficult 
Queſtion, but as Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs. for one 
of them. oY F en et 212714 | So s 

Sir Fol. Virgin, very. good: let. me ſee; Virgin, 
Virgin, Virgin, oh, here are the Virgins; truly, I meet 
with:the feweſt of this ſort of any; Well, and the firſt 
A of her Name now! For a Wager I gueſs her.. 

eee malt e, ee 

my Love with an 8. 1 

Sir Ja S. S. S. O here are the Edlas let me con- 

ſider now Sabo. Ret et ed: ai. 

; Cour., No. Sir. : 

Sir 7 ol. Selina. | peep 
. Cour Neither. 1 RR 1 i 

Sir Fol. Sepbronia. hs 3 

Cour. You, mult gueſs again, I aſſure you. 

Sir Fol. Sylvia. 


Cur. Ay. a5, Sir Folly, that's the fatal N / 


Via, the Fair, the Witty, the Il]-natur'd: do you know 


ber m Friend? 47 1 ; Nee 
ir 5 Know her! Why 76 — is my Daughter, and I 
have adopted her theſe ſeven Years: Sylvia let me look; 


: light WO Hair, her Face 1851 and ANN ok e 
ing Eyes, plump pregnant ruby Lips, wick a Mole on her 
Breaſt. — the pere * 27 of thy AY at — her 
Left Knee. Ah Villain! Ah fly Cap! have I caught you:? 
Are you there, i'faith? Well, and what ure Is ſhe 
coming? Do her Eyes betray her? Does her Heart beat, 
and her Bubbies riſe, when you talk to her? hab! 
Beau. Look you“ Sir Zolty, all thin s conſider'd, it may 
make a ſhift to come to a Marriage in time 
Sir Fol. I'll have nqhingto de in ; Iwon'ebe ſeen 
in the Buſineſs of Mattimony. Make me a Match maker? 
a Marriage Broaker ! Sir I corn, I know better things: 
look you, Friend, to carry hera Letter from you or ſo, 
upon good Terms, tho'it be in a Church, I'U deliver 
3 it; 


„that I love 


* 
Soo — — 


i 
: 
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it; or when the Buſineſs is come to an Hue; if I may 


bring you handſomly together, and fo forth, I'II ſerve 


- thee with all my Soul, and thank thee into the Bargain; 
thank thee heartily, dear Rogue; I will you little Cock- 
Sparrow, faith and troth 'I will; but no Matrimony, 

Friend, III have nothing to do with Matrimony 3 tis 

42 damn'd Invention, worſe than a , and a 

* Beere, of civil Correſpondence, kg © 1 

Enter Drawer. oY 0 

Drasb. Gentlemen, your Room is ready, yourWi ine 100 
: Tee upon the Table, will your Honours pleaſe to walk in? 

Sir Fol. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine: a Pox on 

Matrimony ; 1 in the Devil's Name! 

Coir. But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to en- 
quire for us, Friend. 

Sir Jol. Right, Sirrah, if nens lever ſo ma- 
ny, give em Reverence and Reception, but nothing 
elſe; let nothing but Whores and Bottles come near us, 
as you tender your Ears. 

17 Bey go within the Scene, where is luer 2 

n Table and Bottles. 

: hy, there 8, there's the Land of Lal now 

in little; bark you Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the Door, 

Sirrah, do you hear? Shut it ſo cloſe, that neither Cares 
nor Neceffities may peep in upon ds. 

Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin, Bloody-Bones, an Drawer: 
Roar: Bliody-Fones, be ſufe to behave your ſelf hand- 
Ut Ty, and like your Profeſſion ; ſhew your ſelf a Cut- 
ow of Parts, and we'l! fleece F 
Ad. My Lady ſays, we mult be expadiciva; ; Sir 

75 has given notice to the Captain by this time, ſo 

that' nothing is wanting but the Management of this o- 
verfr0@n Gull to make Hektor at large, and keep 

the Whore Fortune under. 

Prov: Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir; 
t pleaſe you to walk into a Roo * Or ſhall I wait 
3 | 


our Hondurs Pleaſure here? 
EDav. Sweer-heitt let us be quiet, and bring ws 
50 Hitberf: So os © [Sits down. 
this Moment, War, War; and ad Dudgeon 
| | againſt 


88 
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againſt that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my 
good Name, called Beaugard. | You can cyt a Throat : 
upon occafion, you ſaid, Friend ? 

Four. Sir, cutting of Throats is my hereditary Voca- 
tion; my Father was hang d for cutting of Throats be- 
fore me, and my Mother ſcr cutting of Purſes. 

Sir Dav, No more to be ſaid; my Courage is mount- 
ed like a little French Man pea a great ty and P11 
have Him murder'd. 


Four. Murder'd you Sir * 
Sir Darn Ay, murder rnd I ſay, Sir * his . ace Ay d of, 


and nail'd to 2 2 Poſt im my great Hall in the Country, 
amongſt all the other Trophies of wild Beaſts ſlain: by 
our Family fince the Conqueſt : There's never a Whore- 


Maſter's Head there yet. 
Four. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthyB riend 


of mine to your Service; he's an induſtrious ane 
and one that will deſerve your Favour. 
Sir Dav. He looks but ine ruggedly they me- 


thinks. 
Fur. But, Sir, his Parts will attone fot. his Pak; ; 


Forms and Faſhions are the leaſt of his Study: He affects 
a ſort of philoſophical Negligence indeed. But, Sir, 
make trial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon ht for 


the work of this World. 

Sir Dav. What Trade are you, Friend? 
Blond. No Prade at all, Friend; I profeſs un: 
Raſcally Butchers make a Trade on't; tis a er 
Divertiſement. 0 5 

Sir Da». Do you profeſs Murder ? 

Blood. Yes, Sir, 'tis my Livelihood: I keep 2 Wife 
and fix Children by it: | 
Sir Dav. Then, Str, here's to you with all my Heart: 
Wou'd I had done with theſe Fellows. [Afidl. 

Four. Well, Sir, if you have any Service for us, I 
deſire we may receive your Sols and n er u 
ſo ſoon as is poſſiblo. 

Sir Davy. Soft and fair, 3 heart, I love: to fon 
little how I lay out my Money: Have you f good 


trading now a- days in your wa — * 
: Y Yr Blud 
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Blood. In peaceabletimes a Man may eat and drink com- 


— upon't A private Murder done handſomly, is 
worth Money; but now that the Nxtion's unſettled, there 


are ſo many general Underta lers, that tis grown almoſt a 


Monopoly; you may have a Man murder'd almoſt for lit- 
tle or nothing, and nobody e er know who did it neither. 

Sir Das. Pray what Countryman are you? where 
were you born, . moſt noble Sir? _ 

Blood. Indeed my Country is foreign . Loom in 
Algier 5 my Mother was an Apoſtate 8 Father a 
Renegado Engliſbnan, who by op Chriſtian 
Slaves grew rich; for which, _— he. = ficks I Mur- 
der d him one Day in his Bed, made my Eſcape to Mal 
tha; where, embracing the Faith, I 1 the Honour gi- 


ven me to command a thouſand Horſe aboard the Gal- 


lies of that State, 

Sir Dari. Oh Lord Sie! my humble Service to veau 
287 

Tour. He tells, you Sir, hd the naked Truth. 


Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir. 


Fheſe are deviliſh Fellows, PWM warrant 'em: [Aae 


Hur. War, Er end, and ſhining Honour has been our 


Province, till ruſty Peace reduc'd gs to this baſe Obſcurity. 
Ah Bleis dy Bones ah *when thou and I, commanded that 
Party at the Siege of Philipiburgb] where, in the Face 
of the Army, we took the impenetrable Half. moon. 
: » {Blood alf-moon, Sir l by your Favour”t twos a Whole- 
moon. 
Four. 8 thou art in the right z "was a F alt- 
maps and ſuch a Moon, Sir 
Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the leaſt, Gentlemen, but 
in tke mean while, to our Buſineſs. 
Fur. Wich all my Heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. | 
65 Sir Dav. Do you know this Beaugard? He's a devil- 
liſn Fellow, Lean tell you that; he's a Captain. 
Faur. Has he a Heart, think Sir? | 
Sir Dav. Oh, like a Lion! he fear neither God, 
Man, nor Devil. (440 
| Blood. I'll bring it you for your Breakfaſt tomorrow: 
ne wk never eat a Man's Heart, Sir? | = 
ir 


in 
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Sir Dav. Eat 4 Man's Heart, Friend? . 
' Four: Ay, ay, a Man's Heart, Sir; it males less 
the beſt Ragouſt in the World: I have eaten forty of em 
in my time without Brea d. 5 82 12 

Sir Dav. O Lord à Man's Heart wy humble Ser- 
vice to you both Gentlemen. 

Blood. Why your Algerine Pirates eat nothing elle at 
Sea, the wh them always potted up like Veniſon 3 
your welE-grown: — Heart makes an excellent 
Diſh with Oil and Pe 

Sir Davy, O Lord, GI Lord ? Friend; Frienll a ad 
with you: How mach muſt you and Pour a | 
have to do this Buſineſs? 

Four. What, and bring the Heart om to your Houſe? 

Sir Day. No, no, keeping the Heart for your owneat- 
ing. I'll be rid of em as ſoon as poſſible I can ¶ ¶ide. 
_ Four, Vou ſay Sir, he's a Gentleman: 

Sir Das. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about 
this Town: The Fellow ha 4 pretty handſome Outſide; 
but believe little or no Money in his Pockets. | 

For. Therefore we are like to have the honour: to re- 
ceive the more from your Worſhip's Bounty. 

Blood, For my part I-:care for no Man's Bounty : 21 
expect to have my enn e and Ir make as 
good a one as I can. 

Sir Day, Look you; Friend, dowt bebe 1 
don t be angry, Frie nd, before you have occaſion: Tou 
ſay you'd ha ve et“ ſee how much you. will have 
now ——-warrant the Devil and all by your good Will. 

Faur. Truly, Sir. David, if, as you fay, the Man muſt be 
well murder'd, without any remorſe for Mercy; betwixt 
Furt and Jeu, "tis honeſt] y worth two hundred Pounds. 

Sir Dav. Two hundred Pounds! Why Pill have a 
Phyſfichn ſhall kit a whole Family for half the Money. 

Blvd! Damme, Siu, b! ow de you mean?; 

Sir Dav. Damme, Sir, how do mean? Damme, Sir, 
not to patt'with my Money . 
Blood. Not part Brother! 
Fur. Brother, the Wight i is imgroreable,and this muſt 


be borne withal. 
Blood . 
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Blood. Have I for: this diſſolv'd-:Circean Charms? broke 
Iron Durance, whilſt from cheſe firm Legs the well- 
f1'd uſeleſs Fetters dropp'd, awd left ma n of my 
native Freedom ? 

- Sir Dav. What does he mean now. Cy 

Four. Truly. Sir, Tam ſorry to ſee it, with ll my 
Heart; tis a Piſtraction, that frequently ſeizes him, tho 
1 am ſorry it ſhould happen ſo unluckily at-this time. 

Sir Dau. Diſtra dted, ſay vou is be ſo opt. 0 be 
diftrafted? 758 hrs fr 
Fun. Oh, Bir; (raging mad: We that rec] 8 

der are all ſo; Guilt will never let us fleep. I beſeech 
you, Sir, ſtand clear of him, he's apt! to be ven miſ- 
chievousat theſe unfortunate Hours. | 

Bleed. Have I beenidrunk with tender Infants Blond. 
and-ripp'd-up teeming Wombs? Have theſe bold Hands 


ranſackd-the Temples of: the Gods, and ſtabb'dthe 


Prieſts before their Altars? Have I done this? hah | 
Sir-Dav.: No, Sir, not that I know, Sir; I would not 

oy any ſuch thing ſor all the World, Sir: Worthy Gen- 
tleman; . Ibeſeech you, Sir, you ſeem to be a civil Perſon, 
I beſeech yon Sir, to mitigate his paſſion, 11 do any thing, 
in the World; you ſhall command my whole Eſtate- 
Fur. Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to 

have him quite murder'd, if a ſwinging Drubing to he- 
dribibim, or ſo, will ſerve your Turn, you may have it 
at à cheaper Rate a great deal. 


Sir Dar. Truly, Sir with: Fry -H F for me- 


thinks, now eonſider matters better, Iwould. not by 
any means de guilty of-another Man's Blood. 

Fear." Why, then let me conſider — to have, him 
beaten ſubſtantially, a Beating that will Ack by: him,, 
will coſt you — half the Money. 


Sir Dar. What, one hundred — Sure the De- 


vile in you, or you would not be ſo 'unconſaipnable. 
Blood, The Devil! where? where's the Devil? ſhew 


me; P11 tell thee, Beelxebub, thou baſt broke thy, Co 


venant; didft not thou protniſe me eternal- Plenty,,when 
Þ refign'd my Soul to thy Allurements? 


— wn Dav: Ah, Lord! N EIT. 
Flood. 
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Blood. Touch menot yet; I've yet ten thouſand Mur- 
ders to act before I'm thine : With all thoſe Sins I'll 
come with full Damnation to thy Caverns of endleſs 
Pain, and how! with thee for ever. 

Sir Dav. Bleſs us! what will become of this mortal 
Body of mine? Where am I? is this a Houſe ? do J 
live? am I Fleſh and Blood? 

Blood. There, there's the Fiend again f don't chatter 
ſo, and grin at me; if thou muſt needs have Prey, take 
here, take him, this Tempter that would bribe me with 
_ ſhining Gold, to ſtain my Hands with new Iniquity. 
S'r Dav. Stand off, 1 charge thee, Satan: whoſoe er 
thou art, thou haſt-no Right nor Claim to me; Fl have 
thee bound in Necromantick Charms. Hark you, Friend, 

has the Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil? 

Four. Only pawn'd it a little: that's all. 

Sir Dav. Let me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and 
get rid of him as ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink 
F a Bottle with you, Sir, but I hate the Devil's Company 
mortally : As for the hundred Pounds, here, i is rea- 
dy ; no more Words, I'll ſubmit to your good Nature 
and Diſcretion. 

Four. Then, Wretch, take this, and make thy Peace 
with the infernal King; he loves Riches, facrifice and 
be at reſt. 

Bad. Tis done, I'll follow thee, lead on; nay, if 
thou ſmile, I more defy thee ; ; Fee, Fav, Fum. [Exit. 

Fur "Tis very odd this. 

Sir Dav. Very odd, indent; I'm glad he's s gone tho'. 

Four. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh ourſelves 
with a chearful Glaſs, and ſo Chague'wn chez [times I 
would fain make the Gull drunk a little, to put a little 
Mettle into him. [4hae. 

Sir Dav With all my Heart, Sir; but no more Words | 
of the Devil if you love me. 

Four. Fhe Devil's an Aſs, Sir, and here' 92 Health to 

all thoſe that — the Devil, 
Sir Div. With all my Heart, andall kia Whrke tor 
. Four. Nay, Sir; you muſt do me right, Laſſure you: 


Sir Dav. Not ſo fall, not ſo full, that's too much. of all 
Conſci- 
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Conſcience, In troth, Friend, theſe are ſad times, very 
fad times; but here's to you. 

Fur. Pox © the Times, the Times are well enough; 
ſo long as a Man has Money in his Pocket. 

Sir Dav. Tis true, here I have b:en bargaining with 
you about a Murder, but never conſider that Idolatrv is 
coming in full ſpeed upon the Nation. Pray what Re- 
ligion are you of, Friend? 

Four. What Religion am Jof, Sir? Sir, your humble 
Servant. 

Sir Dar, Truly a good Conſcience is a great Hap- 
pineſe, and ſo III pledge you, hemph, hemph. But ſhan't 
the Dog be murdei*d this Night, ? 

Fur. My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to ſet 
him, and tf 2 Bufineſs ſhall be done eftually, JI war- 
rant you. * Here's reſt to his Soul. 

Sir Do. With all my Heart, Faith; I hate to be 
| uncharitable. an” Ve 
| 3 Enter Courtine end Drawer. 


| Cour. Look you, it is a very impudent thing not to be 
. drunk by this time: Shall Rogues ſtay in Taverns bie 
Pints Beg be ſober, when hone Gentlemen are drunk b y 
. Gallons ? P11 have none.on't. 
Sir Dev. O Lord, who's 7 [Kits - in « bis Chair. 
Draze. I beſeech your Honour, our Houſe will be ut- 
- terly ruin'd by this means. 
Cscur. Damn your Houſe, your Wife Sl Children, 
op all your Family, * Dog——Sir, who are you? 
{Ta Sir David. 
Fix Dev. Who am 1; Sir ? what's yak to you, .Sir ? 
: Will you tickle, my Foot, vou pelt 
Caur, III tickle your Guts, you oltroon, reſently. 
Sir Dao. Tickle my Guts, you Mad- pl 1 tickle 
- your Toby if you do. 
Cour. What with that 1 Band? hat grave 
c hypocritical Beard, of the Reformation-cut? Old F ellow, 
I believe you are a Rogue, : 
Sir Dav. Sirrah, you're a Whore; $ an 83 Birch- 
Auen 31 I1 uſe you like a Whore ; ; III kiſs you, 
fade; .I 1 ou, you — n A v. 0 5 
Peace, Sirra that's wor Cour. 


e 


The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 391 

Cour, Damn you, Sir, I care not if you were a Con- 
ſtable and all bis Watch: What, ſuch a Rogue as you ſend 
honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and eountenance Whores in your 
Juriſdiction for Bribery, you Mongrel! IIl beat you, Sir- 
rah, LI brain ous 3 I 11 murder you, you Moon Calf. 

ot mito c {Throws the Chair after him. 

; 5 Dav. Sir, 2 Sir, Conſtable, "math; Stokss, 
Stokes, Stokes, Murder 

Cour. Huzza Beaugard / 
| Enter Beaugard and Sir Jolly. 

Four. Well, Sir, the ue is done, we have bar- 


gain'd to murder you; - od n: 


Bead. Murder'd b who's to he ber WY Sa Fubrbin ? 

Sir Fal, Vou are to i F riend ? you mall 
be mutder d, Friend. I 

Beau. But how am [ to be porn: "BY bet to mux- 
der me, I beſeech you ? 

Fur. Your humble Servant, Nurbin; I am the Man, 
with your Worſhip's leave: Sir David has given me this 
Gold to dotit-handformly.. - . 

Beau. Sir David bash Cur; what, murder 
an honeſt Fellow for being civil to his Family! What 
can 1 mean, Gentlemen ? 

Sir Jol. No, 'tis for not being civil to his Family, that it 
means, Gent, therefore are you to be murder'd to-night, 


and bury'd'a+bed with my Lady, you: Fart Straw you. 


Beau. I underſtand you, Friends; the old Gentleman has 
deſign'd to have me butcher'd, and you-have kindly, can- 
tri dait to turu it to my Advantage in the Affair of Love. 
Jam to be murder d but as it were, Gentlemen, hah! 

: Four. Vour Honour. has a —__ Jad ent. Sir, 


Cdertiae s gone. 


' Reau, No matter, let * go: he has a Deſign to put 


in practice this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil 


ours. But when, Sir Jen this Budineſs to be enn 
about ? 


Sir Jal. Preſently, tis more dec time were done 


already; go, get you gone, I ſay; hold, hold, let's ſee 
your left Ear firſt, hum ha you are 4 Rogue, yeare a 
N wag get you gone, get you gone, go. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


— 


Enter Sylvia * ; her Maid in the Bale. 


Maid. But why, Madam, will you uſe him 0 inhu- 
manly ? Jam confident he loves you. ' * 

Slo. Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a true 
S.int, by the trial of his Patience. Have you the Cords 
. ? 

Maid. Here they are, Madam. 

Sy/v. Let 'em down, and be ſure when it comes t 
Trial, to pull luſtily. Is Vi the Footman ready? 

Will. At your Ladyſhip's Command, Madam. 


$ylv. I wonder he ſhould tay fo long, the Clock his 


Axuck Twelve. 


| Enter Courtine. B 
Cour, ſings. And was ſhe not frank and free, 
| And tas ſhe not kind to ne? 
To lock up her Cat in ber Cupboard; 
„ lim Aud give ber Key to me, to. m.. 
6 To lick up ber Cat in * 0 upbeard, ' 
d give ber Key to me 


le. This muſt be he: Ay, 'tis he, and,” 25 I am 2 
Virgin, roaring drunk; but if I find not a way to make 
An ſober» ems 

Cour. Here, here's the Window: ay, that's. Hell 
dbor, and my Damnation's in the Inſide. Sy/via, Sy/- 

via, Sylvia 3 dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 

Sylv. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of Night, when 
- Reſt is wanting to her — ay 4 Eyes? 

Cour. Tis a paor can hardly ſtand upright, 
drunk with thy , rig and if he falls. bas lies. 
Syt. Courtine, is it you? | 
Coar. Yes, Sweetheart, tis I; art th for me? 
Op. Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there; there it is. 


Cour. Cord! where? 9 oh, Ager —— ; ſo no- to 


Ban in a Sing 8 12 
bh 


* 


ce 
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Sylv. Have you done 
. Cour. Ves, | have done, Child, and would ban be 
| doing too, Huſly, 
Spe. Then pull away, hoa, up; boa up; hoa up: o, 
avaſt there, Sir. 
. Cour. Madam. 
2 Are you very much in love, Sir? 
g Cour. Oh, damnably, Child, damnably. 
$ Sv. I'm ſorry go t with all 10 Heart: Good night 
Captain. 
Cour, Ha, gone! | what, left ia. 1 Paradiſe, 
o | between Heav'n and Hell ? If the Conflable ſhould take 
me now for a bie Un dd Waste hung R e and 
hunt me with his of Watchmen! Ah, Woman, Wo- 
7 an, Woman ! well Ow Life and a en mod 
4 4 


2 Gad profper | cur noble. King gs 
25 Our Lives wy; eu all. 


1s am e al to Night. 4 
Enter wks and Bloody-Bones, as from Sir Davy 0 
Dunce's Hou/e. | 1 

Fur. Mendes Murder, Murder Help, Help, Murder! | BY 
Cour. Nay, if e be Murder ſtirring, 'tis high time i: 


2 W to ſhift. for my [Clubs "up fo the, Balcony. 

e Sytv. rg Ah, h, n. h, h = 
Blud. Vonder, yonder he comes; a VUDIG Murder, 1 

- Murder. I[Eæ. Blood and Foutbin. | | h 

3 Tann Sir Davy Dunce, 1 "i 

t. Sir Dar. "Tis very late; but Murder i is 2 melancholy =_ 

1 buſineſs, and Night is fit for't. III, 8⁰ home. [Eck | i 


Yerm. Who's there??? ; 1 

t Sir Day. Who's there? open the Door, you Whelp Bat 
of Babylon. © | 

| 4 4 Oh Sir:! y' are welcome . here] is the 

7 ſaddeſt News! here has been Murder committed, Sir. 1 

F, Sir, Dar. Hold your Tongue, you Fool, and go to 

o ſleep; get you in, do you here; you talk of Murder you | 
Rogue? you meddle with State Affairs! Get you my 

| C 4 


. 
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The Scene opens in the middle of the Houſe," and difeovers Sir 
Jolly Jumble, and the Lady putting ns Beaugard 
in order as if he were dead. 


Sir Jol. Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, you Knave; cloſe, cloſe 


ers I bid you: You had beſt queſt and ſpoil * Sports 


you had! 

Beau. But pray how long muſt I lie thus ? 

I.. Dance. I Warrant Feen the time mighty 
tedious, s „„ %% 440 

Beau. Sweet Creature, who can counter Death 
when you are near him :/; 

Sir Jol. Vou hall, Sirrah, if a body deſires you a 
little, 1b you ſhall ; we mall ſpoil all:elſe; all will be 
ſpoil'd elſe, 'Man, if you do net: Stretch out longer, 
longer yet, as long as ever you can. 80, ſo, hold your 
Breath, hold your Breath ; very well. 

Enter Maid. | 

Maid. Madam, here comes Sir David. 271 

Sir Jol. Odds ſo;'now cleſe again as 1 told you, 
eloſe you Devil, now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any Part 
about you if you « dare now ; odd III hit you'l ſuch a Rap 
if you do; lie Rill; lie you ſtill. 

Enter ir Davy "Oy a 

Sir Dor. MV Dear, how dſt thou do, my Dear? I 
Ain ode. oy” 

L. Dante. Ah, Sir! Fake is ty ave done! V ave ruin d 
me, your Family, r Fortune, all is ruin'd; where 
"ſhall we goz or whither ſhall wefly ? 7 

Sir Dar. Where ſhall we go! why, we'll go'to Bed, 

ou little Jackadandy : Why, you are not a Wench, you 
ogue, you are a Boy, x very Boy, and I love you the 
2 for't: Sirrah, | | 
L., Dance. Ah, Sir, ſee there. 
Sir Dat. Hfeilur, a Man! and bloody y TY Wen 


5 my Hall-Table ! 


L. Dunce. PN] Russ brought him in ul now, 
pronouncing this inhuman Deed was done by Your Com- 
mand: Sir Jally came in the ſante Minute, or ſure I had 
dy'd with my (bord Fears. How could you think 
on a Revenge ſo horrid * © We HY. WO." OR 

| Sir 


4 » iD 


b Sr aj Mor 


WJ 


LT 
FI” 


i Bk Ir 


Eſtate to have him live a 
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bargain'd with-'em to baſtinado him in . % 2 
one W our; do to another ; but do. you ſay that he 
is dead? r 4 

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as Clay; ſtark ſtiff and uſeleſs al), 
nothing about him ſtirring, but all's cold and ſtill; I 


knew him a luſty Fellow once, a very mettled Fellow ; 


'tis a thouſand Pities. | 1 Res 

Sir Dav. What ſhal} I do? I'l throw myſelf upon 
Neb kiſs his wide Wounds, and weep'ti11 blind as Buz- 
IL. Dunce. Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch hor- 
rid Antipathy follows all Murders, his Wounds would 
ſtream afreſh ſhould. you but touch him. . _ 


Sir Dav. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour, F riend, 
Sir Jolly, as you love Charity, pity m wretched Caſe, 
and give me Counſel; 255 my Wife and all my 


the Arbour at the 1 of the Garden? 
Sir Fo}. Alas-a-day, 


that I know of. 


Sir Dev. What is it, dear Neighbour, what is it? 


'You ſee I am upon my Knees to you, take all I have and 
eaſe'me of my Fears. | ENG. 
Sir Jol. Truly the beſt thing that T ean think of, is 
putting of him to Bed, putting him into a warm Bed, 
and try to "fetch him to Life again, a warm Bed is the 
beſt thing in the World ; my Lady may do much too, 
Jhe's a good Woman, and Ive been told underſtands a 


green Wound Well. 


Sir Day. My Dear, my Dear, my Dear ! | | 
IL. Dance. Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar off, 
'where my unhappy Name may be a Stranger; and this 


"GA Accident no more remember'd to my Diſhonour. _ 
Sir Dab. Ah, but my Love! my Joy] are there no 


Bowels in thee ? 5 
4 L. Dunce. What would you have me do ? 


n'; or Hall I bury him in 


Alas: Neighbour, never think on't; 
never think on't; the Dogs will find him there, as they 
ſcrape Holes to bury Bones in; there is but one way 


— 
4 ** * — 


— er: ee S 
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Sir Dav. Prithee do as much as try thy Skill, there may 
be one 'Dram of Life left in him yet; take him up to 
thy Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try what 

thou canſt do with him; prithee do: If thou canſt but find 
Motion in him, all may be well yet, I'll go up to my Cloſet 
in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mean while. 

L. Dunce. Will ye then leave this Ruin on my Hands? 
Sir Dav. Pray, pray, my Dear; I beſeech you Neigh- 

bour, help to . e her if it be poſſible. _ 

Sir Fol. Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do. I 
have a great Fancy you may do him good ; who can tell 
but. you may have the Gitt of Stroking ? pray Madam, 

Dune. I'll do whate'er's your Pleaſure. 

Sir Dav. That's my beſt Dear: I'll go to my Cloſet 
and pray for thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this 
Mou 1 A efiiia lain, (Exit. 

Beau. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel! 

Sir Fol. What no Thanks, no Reward for old Jolly 
now ? Come hither Huſſy, you little Canary- Bird, you 

little Hopo'my-thumb, come hither; make me a Curt Y; 
and give me a Kiſs now, hah! give me a Kifs I ſay, odd 
I will bave a Kiſs, ſo I will, I will havea Kiſs if Il ſet 
on't; ſhoogh, ſhoogh, get you into a Corner when I 
bid you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, what there already? 
{Sh2 goes to Beaugard.] Well, I ha' done; this tis to be 
an old Fellow nw. 1, tw | 
Beau. And will you favetheLife of him y'ave wounded? 
L. Dance. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my Skill for a 
Cure? [Sir David appears at a Window above. 

Sir Fol. Hiſt! hi ! Cloſe, cloſe, I fay again, yon- 
der's Sir Davy, odds ſo! | We | 

Sir Dav.' My Dear! my Dear! my Dear! 

L. Dunce. Who's that calls? my Love, 1s't you 

Sir Dar. Ay, ſome Comfort, or my Heart's broke ! is 
there any Hopes yet? I've try'd to ſay my Prayers, and 
cannot; if he be quite dead, I ſhall never pray again; 
'Neight our, no hopes ? „ 

Sir ul. Truly, little or none, ſome ſmall Pulſe J think 
there is left, very little; there's nothing to be done if you 

Eo _ don't 


* 
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don't pray ; get you to Prayers whatever you do, get you 
gone * on ſtay no, ſhut the Window I tell you. 
Sir Davy, Well, this is a Trouble to me; but good 
night. „„ | g | 
Sir Fol. Good night to you, dear Neighbour : Get ye 
up, get yeup, and be gone into the next Room preſently, 
make haſte: | 79 Beaugud and Lady Dunce. ] but don't 
fteal away till I come to you, be ſure you remember, 
don't you ſtir till I come; piſh, none of this bowing and 
fooling, it but loſes time; I'll only bolt the Door that 
belongs to Sir David's Loogings, tha t he may be ſafe, 
and be with you in a Twinkle: Ah, b, h, h! So, now for 
the Door, very well, Friend, you are fait. Balli the Door. 


Sings. 
Bonny Laſs gan thoo tert mint, 
And twonty thooſaud Pounds about thee, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
Courtine bound on a Couch in Sylvia's Chamber. 


car. Eigho ! heigho! ha! Where am I? Was Tdrunk 
or no, laſt Night: Something leaning that 
way. But where the Devil am 1? Sincerely in a Baudy- 
houſe : Fogh! what a Smell of Sin is here! Let me look 
about; if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice of 
Piety in the Room, Iam ſure T have gueſs' d right. What's 
the Matter now ? Ty'd faſt: bound too! I have lighted 
into the Territories of ſome merrily-diſpos'd Chamber- 
Maid or other; and ſhe ina witty Fit, forſooth, hath 
truſs'd me up thus . Has ſhe pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, 
or chalk'd me upon the Back now ? Would I had her 
Miſtreſs here at a Venture. | | 
Sy. What would you do with her, my enchanted 
Knight, if you had her ? You are too ſober for her by this 
gime ; next time you get drunk, you may perhaps venture 
to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you are. 
| 8 


Cour. 
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Ccur. Haſt thou dene this, my dear Deſtruction? And 
am I in thy Limbo? I mult confeſs when I am in my 
Beer, my Courage does run away with me now and 
then: But let me looſe, and thou ſhalt ſee what a gentle 
humble Animal thou haſt made me. Fy upon't, what 
tie me up like an ungovernable Cur to the Frame of a 
Table! let, let thy poor Dog looſe, that he may fawn 
and make much of thee a little, 
Sy/v. What, with thoſe Paws which you have been 
ferreting Moer- Fie/ds withal, and are very dirty till; 
after you have been daggling your ſelf abroad for Prey, 
and can meet with none, you come ſneaking hither tor 
a Cruſt, do you? = 
Maid. Shall I fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madam, 
and flaſh him for his Roguery ſoundly ? 
Cour. Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferking of 
Man's Fleſh, Madam Flea-trap ? Does the Chaplain of 
the Family uſe you to the Exerciſe, that you are ſo ready 
Sy/v. If you ſhould be Jet looſe, and taken into Fa- 
vour now, you would be for-rambling again fo ſoon as 
you had got your Liberty. | 
Cour. Do but try me, and if ever prove recreant more, 
jet me be beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt. 
-  Sy/v. Promiſe to grant me but one Requeſt, and it 
Ahall be done. | — 4 
Cour. Here me but ſwear. | 
Sy/v. That any body may do ten thouſand times a-day. 


* 


Cour. Upon the Word of a Gentleman, nay, as I hope 
to get Money in my Pocket, | 
 _ $y/v. There I believe him, Lehe; you'll keep your 
Word you ſay? i 
Cour. If I don't, hang me up in thatWench's old Garter. 
Syple. See, Sir, you have, your Freedom. | 
Cour. Well. now name the Price; what mult I pay for't? 
Sy. You know, Sir, conſidering our {mall Acquain- 
tance, you have been pleaſed to talk to me n 
of Love- matters. FOO Rs 
Cour. I muſt confeſs I have been ſomething to blame 
that way; but if ever thou heareſt more of it from my 
_—_ Mouth 


—— * 


Od 


y 
h 


truſting me with your Paſſion, that I cannot ſtay here 
without telling you, that I am three times as much in 
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Mouth after this Night's Adventure would I were 
well out of this Houſe. „ 

Sy/v. Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you; for you 
muſt underſtand, that ſpite of my Teeth, I am at laſt 
fallen in love moſt unmercifully. | ; 

Cour. And doſt thou imagine I am ſo hard-hearted a 
Villain as to have no Compaſſion of thee? 

Sy/v. No, no, for I hope he's a Man you can have na 
Exceptions againſt. | 

Cur. Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, III aſſure you, 
that's one Comfort. 

_ Sylv. Who do you think it may be now? try if you 

can gueſs him. | 7 OR 

Cour. Whoever he is, he's an honeſt Fellow I'll war- 
rant him, and I believe will not think himſelf very un- 
happy neither. AREA | 

Sy/v. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant Nights, 
and quiet Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he may 
beſo; but try once to gueſs at him. 

Cour. But if I ſhould be miſtaken. g 

Sylv. Why who is it you would wiſh me to? 

Cour. You. have 5000 Pounds you ſay. | 

Sylv. Yes. | 

Cour. Faith, Child,to deal honeſtly, Tknow well enough 


who tis I wiſh for; but Sweet-heart, before I tell you my 


Inclinations, it were but reaſonable that I knew y vurs. 
Sylv, Well, Sir, becauſe Jam confident you will ſtand 
my Friend in the Buſineſs, I']1] make a Diſcovery ; and ta 
hold you in ſuſpence no longer, you' muſt know I have 
a Months-mind for an Arm- full of your dearly beloved 
Friend and Brother Captain ; what ſay you to't? 
8 Madam your humble Servant, good b'w'y, that's 
all. 

Sy/v, What thus cruelly leave a Lady that ſo kindly 
took you in, in your laſt Night's pickle, into her Lodg- 
ing? whither would you rove now, my Wanderer? 

Cour. Faith, Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in 


love with an Acquaintance of yours, as you can be with 
any Friend of mine. Es 
S 2 45 Slo · 


400 The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 
" $y/v. Not with my Waiting Woman, I hope, Sir. 
Cour. No, but it is with a certain K'nſwoman of 


thine, Child, they call her my Lady Dance, ard T think 


this is her Houſe too; they fay ſhe will be civil upon 


a good Occaſion,. therefore prithee be charitable, and 
ſhew the way to her Chamber a little. | 

Sy. What commit Adultery, Captain ? fie upon't! 
What, hazard your Soul ? L | 


rambling again. NE hp <> 1 
Ceur. Why, Child, wouldſt thou be ſo uncharitable 


when he knows where to go elſe. where, and get Pro- 
vender enough) 6 $ 


*iv%1; 


for Freſpaſſes. 5 

Sy. Truly, all things conſider'd, tis a great Pity 
ſo good a Husbandman as you ſhould want a Farm to 
culuvate. | 


: 


Cour. Wouldfi thou be but kind, and let me have a 
Bargain in a Tenement of thine, to try how it would 
de with m. 3 
f '$y/v,. And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for 
r | 1 9 
K Cour. A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderate . 
* fe __ Us 


The SOLDIERS FORT UNE. 402 
Sy/v. Which you'll be ſure to pay very punQually ? 
Cour. It thou doubteſt my Honeſty, faith een take a 

little Earneſt before hand. 5 
Sy/v. Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant; Inprimis, 
Vou ſhall oblige yourſelf to a conſtant Reſidence, and not 
by leaving the Houſe uninhabited, leſt it run to Repairs. 
Cour. Agreed. : | 
Sylv. Item, For your own fake you ſhall promiſe to 
keep the Eſtate well fenc'd and inclos'd, leſt ſome time 
or other your Neighbour's Cattle break in and. ſpoil the 
Crop on the Ground, Friend. | 

Cour Very juſt and reaſonable, provided I don't find 
it lie too much too. common already. Ez 

Sylv. Item, You ſhall enter into firict Covenant not 
to take any other Farm upon your Hands without my 
Conſent and Approbation ; or if you do, that then it 
ſhall be lawful for me to get me another Tenant, how 
and where I think fit. 4-6 

Corr. Faith, that's ſomething hard tho' let me tell you 
but that, Eandlady. | | 

$y/v, Upon theſe Terms, we'll draw Articles. 

Cour. And when ſhall we ſign em? 

Sy/v. Why, this Morning, as ſoon as the ten a-Cloek 
Office in Covent-Garden is open. 5 

Cour. A Bargain; but how will you anſwer: your 
Entertainment of-a drunken-Red coat in your Lodgings 
at theſe unſeaſonable Hours? 1 

Sy/v. That's a Secret you will be hereafter oblig'd to 
keep for your own ſake, and for the Family; your 
Friend Beaugard ſhall anſwer for us there. 1 
Cour. Indeed I fancy ' d the Rogue had Miſchief in his 
Head, he behav'd himſelf ſo ſoberly laſt Night; has he 
taken a Farm lately too: 

Sy/v. A Treſpaſſer, I believe, if the Truth were 
known, up>n the Provender you would fain have been 
- biting at juſt now. | 

+l Enter Maid. | 
Maid. Madam, Madam, have a care of yourſelf; I 
| fee Lights in the great Hall; whatever is the Matter, 
Sir Davy and all the Family are up. | 
S 3 Cour. 
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Cour. J hope they'll come, and catch me here: Well, 
now you have brought me into this Condition, what 
will you do with me, hah! 

Slo. You won't be contented for a while to be ty'd up 
like a J de to an empty Rack without Hay, will you? 

Cour, Faith een take me, and put thy Mark upon me 
quickly, that if I light in ſtrange Hands they may know 
me for a Sheep of thine. 

Sy/v. What, by vour wanting a Fleece do you mean ? 
If it muſt be ſo, come follow your Shepherd, B aaa. [Ex. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin. 

Sir Dav, I cannot fleep,. I ſhall not ſleep again; I 
have prayed too ſo long, that were I to be hang'd pre- 
ſently, I have never a Prayer left to help myſelf : I was 
no ſooner laid upon the Bed juſt now, and fill'n into a 
Slumber, but methought the Devil was carrying me down 
Ludgate-bill a Gallop, fix puny Fiends with flaming Fire- 
Forks running before him like Link- boys, to throw me head 
long into Fl-e:-Dirch, which ſeemed to be turn'd into a 
Lake of Fire and Brimitone . Would it were Morning. 

verm. Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal Night. 

Sir Davy. But didſt thou meet never a white 1 hing 
upon the Stairs? . 

Verm. No, Sir, not I; hn methougkis I aw our 
great Dog Feuzer, with his great Collar on, ſtand at 
the Cellar Door as I came along the old Ent, y. 

Sir Dav. It could never be, Teuzer has a Chain; had 
this thing a Chun on? | 
. Perm, No Sir, no Chain; ; but it had Touzer's _ 
for all the World. + 

Sir Dad. What, ugly great frightful Eyes? 92959 

Verm. Ay, ay, huge ſaucer Eyes, but mightily like 
Touzer's. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Hark! Hark! 
Lern. What! what I beſeech you, Sir? 

Sir Day, What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou havy 
nothing ? Fiſt, hark, pat, pat, pat, hark, heu? 

_ Perm. Hear nothing! Where, Sir ? 

Sir Dar. Lock f look! what's that? what's that in 


the Corner there? 
Fern. 
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Verm. Where? 

Sir Dav, There. 

Verm. What, upon the Iron Cheſt? 8 

Sir Dav. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock- 
Caſe. See! fee! Now it ſtirs, and is coming this way. 

Verm. Alas, Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice o' Peace; 
1] beſeech you; I dare not ſtay in the Houſe; Þ1I call 
the Watch, and tell 'em Hell's broke looſe ; what ſhall 
Fdo? Oh! | [Exi/. 

Sir Dag. Oh Fermin, if thou art a true Servant, have 
| Pity on thy Maſter, and do not forſake me in thisdiftreſsd 
Condition. Satan be gone, I defy thee, I'Il repent and 
be ſaved, I'll ſay my Prayers, I'll go to Church; Help! 
help! help! Was there any thing, or no ? In what Hole 
ſhall I hide myſelf? | _ 7 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Fourbin, and Bloody bones. 


Sir Jol. That ſhould be Sir Da»y's Voice; the Waiting- | 


woman indeed told me, he wasafraid and could not ſleep ? 
pretty Fellows, pretty Fellows both, you've done your 
Buſineſs handſomly ; what, P11 warrant you have been 
a Whoring together now; ha! You do well, you do 
well, I like you the better for't: What's a Clock? 
Four. Near four, Sir; will not be Day yet theſe 
two Hours. „ | 
Sir Fal. Very well, but how got you into the Houſe ? 
Four. AraggedRetainer of the Family, Verminlthink they 


call him, let us in as Phyſicians ſent for by your Order. 


Sir F/. Excellent Rogues! and then I hope all things 
are ready, as I gave Directions? 
.. Four. Toa Tittle, Sir; there ſhall not be a more 
critical Ob ſerver of your Worſhip's Pleaſure than your 
humble Servant the Chevalier Hurbin. 

Sir Jal. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp 
Noſe, and are a nimble Fellow ; I have no more to ſay 


to you, ſtand aſide, and be ready when I call: Here he 


comes ; hiſt, hem, hem, hem. 
Enter Sir Davy Dunce. | 
Sir Dav. Hah! what art thou? Approach thou like the 


rugged Bani/ide Bear, the EA,. Cheap Bull, or Monſter, 


a 84 5 fſhewn 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
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ſhewn in Fair, take any Shape but that, and I'll con- 
front thee. IS | 
Sir. Jol. Alas unhappy Man !T am thy Friend. 

Sir Dar. Thou canſt not be my Friend, for I defy 
thee. Sir ly! Neighbour! hah! Is it you? Are you 
ſure it is you? Are you your felf? If you be, give me 
your Hand, Alas-aday, I ha' ſeen the Devil. 

Sir Fol. The Devil, Neighbour! 

Sir Dar. Ay, ay. there's no Help for't ; at firſt I fan- 
cy'd it was a young white Bear's Cub dancing in the 
Shadow of my Candle; then it was turn'd to a pair of 
blew Breeches with wooden Legs on, ſtampt about the 
Room as if all the Cripples in Town had kept their ren- 
dezvous'd there;when all of a ſudden it appear'd like a 
Jeathern Serpent, and with a dreadful Clap of Thunder 
flew out of the Window. - 

Sir Jol. Thunder! Why, I heard no Thunder. 

Sir Dav. That may be too; what, were you aſleep? 


Sir Fol. Aſleep, quotha, no, no; no ſleeping this 


. for. me I aſſure your 


ir Dar. Well, what is the beſt news then i How | 


does the Min? | 1513 1 | 
Sir Jol. E'en as he did before he was born, nothing 
at all ; he's dead. , 
Sir Dav. Dead! What quite dead! | 
Sir Fol. As good as dead, if not quite dead; 'twas a 
horrid Murder! and then the Terror of Conſcience, 
Sir Dav, And truly I have a very terrify'd one, Friend, 
tho' I never found I hid any Conſcience at all till now. 
Pray where-about was his Death's Wound ? | 
Sir Jol. Juſt here, juſt under his left Pap, adreadſulGaſh, 
Fir Dav. So very wide. "AY 
Sir Jol. Oh, as wide 38 my Hat, you might have ſeen 
his Lungs, Liver and Heart, as perfectly as if you had 
been in his Belly. © 3] 
Str Dad. Is there no way to have him privately bu- 
d and conceal this Murder; Muſt T needs be hang'd by 
the Neck like a Dog, Neighbour? Do I look as if | 


would be hang'd? | 
| Str 


5 
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Sir Fol. Truly, Sir Davy, J muſt deal faithfully with 
ou, you do look a-Tittle ſuſpiciouſly at preſent; but 
Li you, {oen..the DEL d 
Sir Dav. Ay, ſurely it was the Devil, nothing elſe * 
cou'd have frighted me ſo _ 5 N 
: Y Sir Jol. Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels! what's 
that? 3 
Sir Dar. Pote/tati ſempilernæ eujus benevolentid ſerpan- 
tur gentes, & cujus mijericordid. „ 
[Kneels holding up his Hands, and mutt'ring 
as if he pray'd. e 
Sir Jol. Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir Davy? _ 
Sir Das. Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand cloſe 
by me; where, where is it? Es 
Sir Jol. Juſt, juſt there, in the Shape of a Coach and 


fix Horſes againſt the Wall. 3 
Sir Dav. Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in 


that Coach and ſix, will he? 
Sir Fol. Do you ſee it. 
Sir Dav. See it! plain, plain: Dear Friend adviſe 
me what I ſhall] do: dir Folly, Sir Folly, do you hear no- 
thing? Sir Jelly, hah! has he left me alone ? Yermin. 


Verm. Sir, | a 
Sir Davy. Am I alive? Doſt thou know me again ? 


Am I thy 240ndam Miſter, Sir Davy Dance? 

Verm. I hope I ſhall never forget you, Six. 

Sir Dar. Didſt thou ſee nothing? _ ER 

Verm. Ves, Sir, methought the Houſe was all offre, 
Fire as it were. | Food TT, 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd 
and gnaſh'd their Teeth at me, Fermin ? 

Ferm. Alas, Sir, I was afraid one of em would have 
bit off my Noſe, as he vaniſh'd out of the Door. 

Sir Dav. Lead me away, I'll go to my Wife, I'll die 
by my own dear Wife ; run away to the Temple, atid 
call Counſeller my Lawyer, I'IT make over my Eſtate 
reſently, I ſhan't live till Noon! I'll give all I have 


p 
to my Wife, Hah, Vrnin. 
7 „ 


7 


>. 4 
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Verm. Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 
Sir Dav. Ah much, much too good for me, Vermin: 
thou canſt not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; 
ſhe would break her Heart if I ſhould give any thing a- 


way from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet if I do die, 
thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes. 


tho”. 


Sir Dav. Ah, my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me to 


my poor Wife. 


SCEN E draws. and diſcovers Sir Jolly Jumble, Captain 
| Beaugard, and 15 Dunce in her Chamber. 


[E æcunt. 


L. Dance. What think you now of a cold wet March 
over the Mountains, your Men tir'd, your Baggage not 
- eome up, but at Night a dirty watry Plain to encamp 
upon, and nothing to ſhelter yqu but an old Leaguem 
Cloke as tatter'd as your Colours? Is not this much bet- 
ter now, than lying wet and getting the Scratica ? 

Bran. The Hopes of this made all this eaſy to make 
the Thoughts of C/arinda have a thouſand times refreſh'd 
me in my. Solitude ; whene'er I mirch'd, I fancy'd Qill 


i was to my C/arianda ;3. when I fought, I imagin'd it 
was for my C/arinda ; but when I came home, and found ' 


C/arinde loſt . How could you think of waſtin 
dut a Night in the rank ſurfeiting Arms of this fou 


Seding Monſter, this rotten Trunk of a Man, that lays 


Chim to you? | 

L. Drixce, The Perſuaſion of Friends, and the Authe- 
we af Parents! | 
Rean. And had you no more Grace than to be rul'U 
by a Father and Mother? 

L. Dante When you were gone, that Mould have 
given me better Counſel, how could I help myſelf? 
Bean, Methinks, then, you might have found out ſome 


 _ eleanlien Shift to have thrown away yourſelf upon, than 
| nauſeous old Age, and unwholſom Defortnity, © © 


L. Dunce. What, upon ſome aver-grown ſull-fed Coun- 
try Fool, with a Horſe Face, à great ugly Head, and a 
great 


Ferm I hope to ſee you live many a fair Day yet 


5M. ů ec r oc 
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great fine Eſtate? one that ſhould have been drain'd and 
ſiqueez'd, and jolted up and down the Town in Hack- 
nies with Cheats and Hectors, and ſo ſent home at 
three o' Clock every Morning, like a lolling Booby, 
ſtinking, with a Belly full of ſtumm'd Wine, and no- 
thing in's Pockets. TBS | 

Beau. You might have made a tractable Beaſt of ſuch 
a one, he would have been young cnough for training. 

IL, Dance. Is Youth then ſo gentle, if Age be ſtubborn ? 
Young.Men like Springs wrought by a ſubtle Work-man, 
eaſily ply, to what their Wiſhes preſs em; but the Deſire 
once gone that kept em down, they ſoon ſtart ſtrait a- 
gain, and no Signs left which may they bent before. 

| [Sir Jolly at the Door peeping. 

Sir Jol. So, fo, who fays I lee any thing now ? I ſee 
nothing, not I; I don't (ce, I don't fee, I don't look, 
nat ſo much as lonk, not I. [Enters 

i Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav. I will have my Wiſe, carry me to my Wife, 
let me go to my Wife, I'll live and die with my Wife, 
let the Devil do his worſtz ah, my Wife, my Wiſe, 
my Wife 

L. Dance. Alas alas! we are ruin'd! ſhift for your 
ſelf ; counterfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing. 

Sir Deb. Hah ! whoſoe'er thou art, thou canit not 
eat me ; ſpeak to me, who has done this? Thou canſt 

Sir 7% Did it? did what? Here's no body ſays you 
did any thing that I know Neighbour 3 what's the Mat- 
ter wich you? What ails you ? Whither do you go? whi« 
ther do you run? I tell you here's no body ſays a Ward 
to you. | 

Sir Dav. Did not you'ſee the Ghoſt juſt now? 

Sir Fol. Ghoſt! prithee now here's no Gholt ; whit. . 
ther would you go? 1 tell you, you ſhall nor ſtir one 
Foot farther Man, the Devil take me if you do; Ghoſt, 

rithee here's no Ghoſt at all, a little Fleſh and Blood 
Indeed there is, ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, 
ſome dead, and ſo forth 3 but Ghoſt, „ here's no 


57 Sir 


. | 
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Sir Dav. Bit, Sir, if I ſay 1 did ee a Ghoſt, I did 
ſee a Ghoſt, an you go to that; why ſure I know a 
Ghoſt when I ſee one: Ah my Dear, if thou hadſt but 
ſeen the Deyil half ſo often as I have ſeen him. 
L. Dunee. Alas, Sir Davy! if you ever lov'd me, 


come not, oh come not near me; I have reſolved to 


waſte the ſhort remainder of my Life in Penitence, and 


taſte of Joys no more. 
Sir Dav. Alas, my poor Child, but do you think then 


there was no Ghoſt indeed? 
Sir Fol. Ghoſt! alas.a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do 


here? 
Sir Nav. And is the Mun dead ? 


Sir Fol. Dead, ay, ay, ſtark dead, he's ſliff by this 
time. | | 
L. Dance. Here you may fee the horrid ghaſtly 8 
taele, the ſad Effects of my too rigid Virtue, and — 
too fierce Reſentment — 
Sir Jul. Do you ſee there ? 1 111 5 
Sir Dar. Ay, ay, I do ſee, would I had never ſeen 
him; would he had hin with my Wiſe in every Houſe 
between Charing-Cre/3 and Aldgate, ſo this had never 


_ Happen'd. 5 
dir Jol. In troth, and would he had ; but we are all 
mortal, Neighbour, mortal; to day we are here, to 
morrow gone, like the Shadow that vaniſheth, like the 


Graſs that withereth, or like the Flower that fadeth ; 
or indeed, like any think, or rather like nothing : But 


Me are all mortal. 


Sir Dav. Heigh! 2 
L. Dance. Down, down that Trap door, it goes into 


a Bathing-room ; for the reſt leave it to my Conduct. 
Sir 2 Tis very unfortunnte, that you ſhould run 

yourſelf into this Premunire, Sir David. LA, HE 

Fir Dad. Indeed and ſo it is. 


13 % 


Perſon in Years, one 


* 


his Neighbours. Me 
dir Dav, Bvery Sunday, truly, Sir Folly. d 


: 
ol 


Sir Jol. For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, a 
that uſed to go to Church "with 
rt) Ct M15 11}. 1598 þH0 


{ 
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Sir Jal. Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. 

Sir Dav. Six Pounds a Year to the very Poor, with ⸗ 
out Abitement or Deduction: Tis very hard if ſo good 
a Commonwealths-Man ſhould be brought to ride in a 
Cart at laſt, and be hang'd in a Sun-ſhiny Morning to 
make Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holiday ; Þ11 
een run away. 

Sir Fol. Run awa - why then 2 Eſtate will be 


ſortelt2d you'll loſe your Eſtate, Man. 
Sir Dad. Tru! — ſay right, Friend 3 and a Man 


had better be half hang'd than loſe his Eſtate, you know, 
Sir 7e/. Hang'd! no, no, I think there's no great 
fear of hanging neither: What, the Fellow was but a 
ſort of an unaccountable Fellow, as I heard you fay, - 
Sir Dav. A J. a pox on him, he was a ſoldierly 
ſort of a Vanden 1 he hid little or nothing but his 
Sins to live upon : If I could have had but Patience, he 
would have been hang'd within theſe two Months} and 
all this 9 nine as ay 14 
augard riſes wp li le a at a Tr Deer, u 
- before Sir David. 9 an 
Oh Lord ! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil! 
[ Fall; on bis Face. 


Sir Dav. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you ? 


what's the Matter with you? 
Sir Dat. Let me alone, let me lie till; I will not 


look he teu ſee an Angel; Oh-h-b! | 
unce. My Dear, why do — do theſe cruel things 
to acht me ? Pray riſe and 


ak to me. 
Sir Dav. I dare not ſtir, I ſaw — Ghoſt age in juſt now. 
L. Dunce. Ghoſt again ! what Ghoſt ? * | 
Sir Dav. Why, there! there! 
Sir Fo/. Here has been no Ghoſt. 
Sir Dav. Why, did you ſee nothing than NW 
"i Daun See ne no, en but one ano- 


ther. ; 
Sir: Dav. Then Fam: inchanted, or my End is near at 


hand, Neighbour : For Heaven's ſake, Neighbour, ad - 
viſe ms what I ſhall oo to be at reſt. 18 


Sir 
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Sir % Do! why, what thlak you if the Body were 
remov'd : | | * | 


Sir Dav. Remov'd! Id give a hundred Pound the 


| Body were out of my Honſe ; may be then the Devil 
would not be ſo impudent. 
Sir Jo/, 1 have diſcover'd a Door-plice in the Wall 


betwixt my Lady's Chamber and one that belongs to 


me! if you think fit we'll beat it down, and remove this 


troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houle. 
Sir Dav, But will you be ſo kind? | 
Sir Jo). If you think it may by any means be ſervice- 
abe % you) | IS 
Sir Dar. Truly if the Body was remov'd, and diſpos'd 
of privately, that no more might be heard of the Mat- 
ter—l hope he'll be as good as his Word. [Afrae. 
Sir 7o/. Fear nothing, I'l] warrant you; but introth 
| I had utterly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 
Sir Dee. What's that? 780 | 
Sir J. Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſary that 
your Lady ſtaid with me at my Houſe for one Day, till 
things were better ſettled... 


Sir Dav. Ah, Sir Jay whatever you think fit ; any 


thing of mine that you have a mind to; pray take her, 
pray take her, you ſhall be very welcome. Hear you, 


my deareſt, there is but one way for us to get rid of this 


untoward Buſineſs, and Sir F4//y has found it out; there- 
fore by all Means go along with him, and be rul'd by 
him ; and whatever Sir Jolly would have thee do, e'en 


do it: So Heav'n proſper ye, good b'w'y, good b'w'y, : 


- 


ll ſee you again. [Exit. 
Sir Fel. This is certainly the civileſt Cuckold in Ci- 
ty, Town or Country, | 2 
Beau. Is he gone ? [Steps out. 
L. Dance. Yes, and has left poor me here. 
Beau In troth, Madam, tis barbarouſly done of him, 
to commit a horrid Murder on the Body of an innocent 
poor Fellow, and then leave you to ſtem the Danger of 


Sir 70. Odd, an J were as thee, Sweet-heart, I'd be 


reveng'd on him for it, ſo I would. Go get you wor 
— Bs Pr, 
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ther, ſteal out of the Houſe 8 softly av you can, Ill 
meet you in the Piaz'zs 38 go, be ſure you ſteal 
out of the Houſe, and don't let Sir Davy ſee you. 

| [The Scene fonts, 
Tir Jolly comer forreard, Enter Bloody-Bones, 
Bloody Nene. £2 f 

Bloo4. I am here, Sir. | 

Sir F-/, Go you and Hurbin to my Houſe preſently : 
bid Monſieur Furbin remember that all things be order'd 
according to my Directions Tell my Maids too, Iam 
coming home in a trice; bid 'em get the great Chamber, 

and the Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently : And d'ye 
hear, carry the Minſtrils with you to, for I'm reſolv'd 
to rejoice this Morning. Let me ſee Sir Davy! 


Enter Sir David Dunee. 


Sir Dav. Ay, Neighbour, tis I; is the Buſineſs done? 
I cannot be fatisfy'd till I am ſure : Have you removed 
the Body? Is it gone? Das 

Sir 7o/, Yes, yes, my Servants convey'd it out of the 
Houſe juſt now. Well, Sir Davy, a good Morning to 
you. I wiſh you your Health with all my Heart, Sir 
Davy ; the firſt thing you do tho? Id have you ſay your 
Prayers by all Means if you can. 4 

Sir Daz. If I can poſſibly, I will. ö 

Sir Jol. Well, good b'Wy. [Exit Sir Jolly. 

Sir Dav. Good b W / heartily, good Neighbour 
Vermin, Vermin. 5 ine 


— 


Enter Vermin! 


Verm. Did your Honour call? þ. 

Sir Davy: Go run, run preſently over the Squire, and 
call the Conſtable preſently ; tell him here's Murder 
eommitted, and that I'muſt ſpeak with him inſtantly—- 
I'll e'en carry him to my Neighbour's, that he may find 
the dead Body there, and ſo let my Neighbour be very 
fairly hang'd in my ſtead ; hah! a very good Jeſt, as 1 
hope to live, ha, ha, ha] hey, what's that? - | 

| Watchmen 
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' Watchmen at the Dowr,) Almoſt Four a clock, and 3 
dark cloudy Morning good-morrow my Malters all, 
good-morrow, 1 


''  Enizr C onflable and Watch. 


Conſt. How this, a Door open! Come in, Gentle- 
men — Ah, Sir Davy, your Honour's humble Ser- 


vant: I and my Watch going my Morning-Rounds, . 


and finding your Door open, made bold to enter, to 
ſee there were no Danger. Your, Worſhip will excuſe 
our Care; a, good Morning to you, Sit. 

Sir Dav. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here, 
I ſent my Man juſt now to call you. I have ſad News 
to tell you, Mr. Conftable. 

Conf. I am ſorry for that, Sir; ſad News! 

Sir Dav. Oh, ay, ſad News, very ſad News truly : 
Here has been Murder committee. 

Cant. Murder! if that's all, we are your humble 
Servants, Sir, we'll bid you good-morrow : Murder 
nothing at this time o'Night in Covent-Garden. _ 

Sir Dar. O, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done 
under my Noſe; I cannot but take notice of it; tho'I 
am ſorry to tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry truly. 

Copft. Was it committed here near hand. 

Sir Dav. Oh, at the very next Door; a ſad Murder 
indeed. Aſter they had done, they carry'd the Body 
Privately into my Neighbour Sir Pally ouſe here ; I 
am ſorry to tell it you, Mr. Conſtable, for, I am afraid 
it will look but ſcurvily on his ſide ; tho? I am a Juſtice 
o' Peace, Gentlemen, and am bound by my Oath to take 
Notice of it; I can't help it. 

1 Watch. I never lik'd that Sir Folly. oY OR 

' Conſt. He threatned me t'other Day for carrying a lit- 
tle dirty draggle-tail'd Whore to Bridwe/!, and ſaid ſhe 
was his Couſin, Sir, If your Worſhip thinks fit, we'll. 
go ſearch his Houſe. | Tr W 

Sir Dav. O, by all means, Gentlemen, it muſt be ſo; 


- Juſtice muſt have it courſe; the K ng's liege Subjefs. 


muſt not be deſtroy'd, Yermin, carry Mr. Conſtable: rt 
at. 


* | 
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| his Dragons int) the Cellar, and make 'em drink; I'll 
but ſep jnto my Study, put on my Face of Authority, 


and caſl upon ye inſtantly, _ | 
Al Watchmen. We thank your Honour. [Exeunt. 


SCE NE changes to Sir Jolly's. 4 Banquet. 


Enter Sir Jolly Jumb'e, Cat Beaugird, and L. Dunce. 
Sir Fel. So, are ye come? I am glad on't; odd y'are 
welcome, very welcome, odd you are; here's a ſmall 
B. nquet, but I hope 'twill pleaſe you; fit ye down, fit 
ye down both together, nay, both together: A pox o' 
h m that parts ye, I ſay. | 4 
Beau. Sir Folly, this might be an Entertainment for 
Anthony and Cleopatra, were they living. | | 
Sir Jol. Piſh! a pox of Anthony and C/erfa'ra, they 
are dead and rotten long ago ; come, come, time's bat 
ſh-rt, time's but ſhort, and muſt be made the beſt uſe 
of; for, 57 | 


Vouth's a Flower that ſoom does fade, 
And Liſe is but a Span; 
Man was for the Woman made, 
And Wiman made for Man. 


Why now, we can be bold, and make merry, and 
frisk and be brisk, rejoice, and make a noiſe, and 
odd, I am pleas'd, mightily: pleas'd, odd I am. 
L. Drnce. Really, Sir Fo!/y, you are more a Philoſo- 
pher than I thought xou were. 1 : 
Sir Jol. Philoſopher, Madam! yes, Madam, I have 
read Books in my time; odd, - Arifotle, in ſome things, 
had very pretty Notions, he was an underſtanding Fel- 
low. Why don't you eat, odd an ye don't eat here 
Child, here's ſome Ringoes, help, help your Neighbour 
a little ; odd they are very zoo, very comfortable, ve- 
ry cordial. FA fl bet | 3 
Beau Sir Jolly, your Health. \ 
Sir Fol. With all my Heart, old. Boy. 
L. Dunte, Dear Sir Folly, what are theſe? I never 
taſted of theſe before. Sir Jol. 
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Sir 7o/. That] eat it, eat It, eat it when F-Bid you; 


Foliy, your Servablt. 


you me in hy theſe doings, Sweet Sir? Hoh 


knew Cuckold in my Life, that was not a falſe Rogue 


odd, tis the Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I 
3 em every May myſelſ; odd, they'll make an old 

ellow of ſixty five cut a Caper like a Dancing-Mitter ; 
give me ſpme Wine: Madam, here's a Health, here's 
a Health, Midam; here's a Health to honelt Sir Davy, 
faith and troth, ha, ha, ha, [ Dance, 


Euter Bloody bones. 


Big. Sir, Sir, Sir ! What will you do? Vonder's 
the Conſtab'e and all his Watch at the Door, and threa- 
tens Demoliſhment, if not admitted preſently. | 
Sir 7%. Odds ſo! Odds fo! The Conſtable and h's 
Watch! What's to be done now! Get you both into the 
Alcoye there, get you gone quickly, quickly; no noiſe, 
no noiſe; d'ye hear, the Conitable and his Watch ! A 
pox on the Conſtable and his Watch ; what the Devil 
have the Conſtable and his Watch to do here? 


E nler Conſtable, Watch and Sir David. Scene ſbuli. 
Sir Jolly Jumble comes forward. 


Cobb. This way, this way, Gentlemen ; ſlay one of 
ye at the Dorr, and let no body paſs, do you hear ? Sir 


Sir Jol. What, this Outrage, this Diflurbapce commit. 


ted upon my Houſe and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do 


Canſt. Sir, having receiv'd Information, that the Body 


of a murder'd M n is conceal d in y ut Houſe I am come, 
according to my Duty, to make ſearch, and diſcover the 
truth — Stand to my Aſſiſtance, Gentlemen. 


Sir J. A murder'd Man, Sir! 

Sir Dav. Ves, a murder'd Man, Sir; Sir -//y, Sir 

£19 Lam ſorry to ſee à Perſon of your Character and 

igure in the Pariſh, concern'd in Murder, I ſay. 
Sir Fol. Here's a Dog! Here'sa Rogue for you | Here's 

a Villain! Here's a Cuckoldy Son of his Mother! I never 


in 


— — wc 


— 


. = 
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in his Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows living, but 
Whore-maſters. Hark you, Sir, what a pox do you 
mean ! You had helt . the Fool, and ſpoil all, you 


hid; what's all this for? 

Sir Hab. When your Worſhip comes to be hang'd, 
you'll find the meaning on't, Sir, I ſay once more, 
ſearch the Houſe. f | 

Con/t, It ſhall be done, Sir; come along, Friends. 

| | Ex. Conſtable and Watch, 

Sir '7e/, Search my Houſe! O Lord! Search my 
Houſe ! What will become of me? I ſhall loſe my Re- 
putation with Man and Woman, and no body will ever 
truſt me again: O Lord! Search my Houſe! All will 
be diſcover'd, do what I can; I' ſing a Song like a 
dying Swan, and try to give em Warning. 


Go from the Winds, my Love, my Love, my Love, 
Go from the Window, my Dear ; 

The Wind and the Rain 

Has briught em back again, 
And thou tanſt have no Lodging here, 


O Lord! Sexrch my Houſe! Ef. CGE A747 

Sir Dad. Break down that Door, I Il have that Door 
broke open; break down that Door, I fay. 

1 Op ' [Knocking within, 

Sir 5%. Very well done, break daun my Doors! 


break down my Walls, Gentlemen! plunder my H- ue! 


raviſh wy Maids! Ah, curſt be Cuckold, Cuckolds, 
Conſtables, and Cuckolds. 5 | 


8 0 E N E draws, and diſcovers Beaugard and Lady 


| Dunce. | 
Beau. Stand off; by Heay'n the firſt that comes here 
comes upon his Death. A 
Sir Das. Sir. your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee you 
are alive again with all my Heart j Gentlemen, here's 
no harm done, Gentlemen, "here's no body murder'd, 
Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Gentlemen; but here's 
my Wife, Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman m_ er 
| | entle⸗ 
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Gentlemen and Mr, Conſtable, I hope you'll bear me 
witneſs, Mr, Conſt ible, 

Sir Zo. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable, [Ad. 
Beau. Hark ye, ye Cuis, keep off from ſnapping at 
my Heels, or Mall ſo feage ye. | 
| Sir F-/, Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye Night- 
Toads of the Pariſh-dungeon; diſturb my Houſe at theſe 
unſeaſonab'e Hours, get ye out of my Doors, get ye 
gone, or III Brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Villains. 

[Ex. Conftable and Watch, 
Beau. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb, you ſee I am 
not murder'd-tho' you paid well for the Performance, 


what think you. of bribing my own Man to murder me; 


Fu 


Enter Fourbin and Bloody-bones. 


Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and. 


here's another dreſſes a Min's Heart with Oil and Pep- 
per, better than any Cook in Chriſtendom, 


Fur. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your 


Breakfaſt ths Morning? | | 

Sir Dav* With al-my Heart, Sweet-heart, any thing 
in the World, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha! this is the 
pureſt Sport, ha, ha, ha?! Wr 5 
| 19” Enter Vermin, 0 
Perm. Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortu- 
nate News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam 
Sy/via's Chamber all this Night, who juſt as you went 
out of Doors carry'd her away, and whither they are 
gone no body knows. Reiner 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I am glad on't, Child, 
J Would not care/if he carry'd away my Houſe and al), 
Man, Unhappy News, quotha! poor Fool, he does not 

know I am a Cuckold. and that any body may make bold 
with what 14 to me, ha, ha, ha! Im ſo pleas d, 
ha, ha ha, I think Lnever was ſo pleas'd in all my. Liſe 
before, ha, ha, hal | | | | 
Bean, Nay, Sir, | have Hank upon you; there are 
Laws for Cut-throats, Sir and ut you tender your fu- 
ture Credit, take this wrong'd Lady, home, and-uſe her 

5 handſomel 
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ſomely, uſe her like my Miſtreſs, Sir, de you mark me, 
0 that When we think fic te meet again, I have no Com- 


ar ed of oe this mult be dune Friend, a 
. Hir Jul. In troth, and it is but reaignable, very rea- 
t ſonable in troth. | | | 

L. Dance, Can you, my Dear, forgive me one Mif- 
. fortune? | | 
e Sir Dau. Madam, in one word, I am thy Ladyſhip's 
e moſt humble Servant and Cuckold, Sir David Dunce, Ke, 


living in Corent-Garden ; ha, ha, ha! well this is 
„mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha! | 


N | FT. 

4 Enter Sylvia follutod by Courtine. | 

? 3 

7 Sy v. Sir Folly, ah Sir Jolly, protect me or Im ruin d. | 
Sir Fl. My lit le Minikin, is it thy Squzek? 1 

d. Beau. My dear Courtine, welcome. 3 | | 

- Sir Fol. Well Child, and what would that wicked 


Fellow do to thee Child? hah, Child, Child, what 

r would he do to thee ? 5 1 
Sylv. Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanly ſeduc'd me | 

out of my Uncle's Houſe, and threatens to marry me. 3] 

e Cour. Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more Grace be- 1 

fore her Eyes neither, has een taken me at my Word, 

Sir Jol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I 

don't like theſe Marriages, I'll have no Marriages in my 1 | 


* Houſe, and there's an end on't. N 
n Sir Dav. And do you intend to marry my Niece, af 
it Friend? | | | 
e Cour. Ves, Sir, and never ask your Conſent neither. 1 


Sir Dav In troth, and that's very well ſaid; I am 
K glad on't with all my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five | 
„ thouſand Pounds to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound |} 
t to pay it; well, this is the happieſt Day, ha, ha, ha. 


| Here take thy Bride lid Man and Wiſe agree, 

e And may fhe prove at hindeewdi Mine to me. ha, ha, ha, 
Beau, Courtine, I wiſh thee Joy: thou art come oppor- 

tune ſy to bea Witre/s of a perfect Reconcilemert between 

„me and that worthy Knight 9% Davy Dance which to 
preſet ve 


* 
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eſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we part, enter 
nto ſuch Covenants for Performance as I ſhall think 


fit. 12 6 

Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid, it ſhall be done Sweet - 
heart: But don't be too hard upon me, uſe me gently 
as thou didſt my Wife; gently, ha, ha, ha! a very 
good Jeſt, I'faith, ha, ha, ha! or if he ſhould be cruel 
to me, Gentlemen, and take this Advantage over a poor 
Cornuto, to lay me in a Priſon, or throw me in a Dun- 

geon, at leaſt, | 


T hope among [2 all you, Sirs, T ſhan't fail 
To find one Brother-Cuckold out for Bail, 
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IH be diſcharge of Paſſions much oppreſt, 
Diſturb'd in Brain, and penſive in his Breaſt, 
Full of thoſethoughts which make 1h*Unhappy ſad, 
And by Imagination half grown mad. 
The Poet led abroad his Mourning Muſe, _ 
And let ber range, to ſee what Sport ſhe'd chuſe. 
Strait like a Bird got looſe, and on the Wing, 
Pleas'd with her Freedom, he began to ſing ; 
Each Note was echo'd all the Vale along, 
And this was what ſhe utter'd in her Song: 
Wretch, write no more for an uncertain Fame, 
Nor call thy Muſe, when thou. art dull, to blame 
Conſider with thy ſelf how thou*rt unfit 
To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Mit: 
AWit's a Toad, who fwell'd with filly Pride, 
Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World beſide , 
Civil would ſeem, tho he good Manners lacks, 
Smiles on all Fates, rail. bel all Backs, 
Feber, good natur, nonght to Fidieule, 
Jod- Nature melts a Wit into a Fool : 
Plac'd high like | wa Fack-pudding, iu a Hall, 
At Chriſtmas Revels be makes Sport for all. 
$9 much in little Praiſes be delights, 
But when he's angry dra bis Pen and twrlles t 
A Wit ts no Man will bis Dues allow 
IWits will not part with @ goed Word that's due: 
So whoter ventures on the ragged Coaſt 
Of ſtarving Poets, certainly is loft, 
They rail Tike Porters at the Penny-Poſt, 


Alt 


EPILOGUE. 


At a new Authors Play ſee one but fit,” | 
Making his ſnarling froward Face of Wit, 
The Merit he allows, and Praife be grants, + + 
Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants, 
O Poets, have a care of one another, _ 
There's hardly one among ſt ye true to other, 
Like T rincalo's and Stephano's, ye play 
The leudeſt Tricks each other to * wh 4.1 
Like Foes detratt, yet 3 


1 
7 
* 


And all is one another to begutle 

Of Praiſe, the Monſter of your barren Iſle. 

Enjoy the Proſtitute ye ſo admire, _ 

= Tory wer to the full of your Deſire, _ 
hilft this poor Scribler wiſhes to retire, J, 

Where he may nee repent his Follies more, 

But curſe the Fate that wreck'd him on your Shore, 


Moto you, who this Day as his Judges fit, 
After you've heard what he has ſaid of Wit 
Ought for your own ſakes not to be ſavere, _ 
But ſhew ſo much to think be meant none bers. 


The End of the Firſt Volume, 
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us noſter Authorts habet: 

e & mulari exoptat negligentiam 
Potius, quam iſtorum obſeuram diligentiam:; 
Dehinc ut quieſcant porrò moneo, & deſinal 


Maledicere, malefatta ne neſcant ſua. 
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Eldeſt Son to the Right Honourable the. 
 Marquiſs of Halliſax. 


LO R D, let. 

| TT was not without a great- 
Wl deal of Debate with myſelf, 
that I could reſolve to make 
this Preſent to your Lord. 
ſhip: For tho Epiſtles de- 
dicatory be lately grown ſo epidemical 
that, either ſooner or later, no Man 
of Quality (whom the leaſt Author 


has the leaſt Pretence to be trouble= 


ſome to) can eſcape them; yet me 


thought Your Lordſhip ſhould be as 
much above the common Perplexities 
f 305 3 
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that attend your Quality, as You are a- 
bove the common Level of it, as well in 
the moſt Exalted Degrees of a Noble Ge- 
nerous Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehen- 
ſion, good Underſtanding, and daily ripen- 
ing Judgment, all ſweetned by an obliging 
Atfability and Condeſcenſion; of which I 
have often, in the Honour of Vour Con- 
verſation, had particular cauſe to be 
proud; and for which, therefore, a 
more than ordinary Reaſon, now, to be 
Grateful. | 

And it is upon that Pretence, l here pre- 
fume to ſhelter this Trifle underYour Pro- 
tection; for indeed, it has great need of 
ſuch Protection: having at its firſt coming 
into the World: met with many Enemies, 
and very induſtrious ones too; but this 
way I was ſure it muſt live: Would He 
but once vouchſafe to eſpouſe. its. Defence, 
whoſeGenerofity will overthrow the ignobleſt 
Envy; whoſe good Nature cannot but con- 
found the moſt inveterate Malice; and 
hoſe Wit muſt baffle the ſaucieſt Igno- 

rance. 3 
My Lord, it would but argue me of 
the meaneſt Impertinence and Formali- 
8 ty, 


/ 


The DED1iCcATION. 


ty, to pretend here an Harangue of 


thoſe praiſes | 
tells the World whoſe Son You are, 


has ſaid enough to thoſe who do. not 
know You ; and the happy few, whom. 


You have pick'd and choſen for your: 
Converſation, cannot but every Hour 
You are pleaſed. to beſtow upon them. 
be ſenſible of more than I could tell 
them in a Volume: Your Lordſhip 


being the beſt Panegyrick upon your- 


ſelf ; the Son of that Great Father. of 


his Country, who when all manner of 


Confuſion, Ruin, and Deſtruction, was 
breaking in upon us, like the Guardian: 
Angel of theſe Kingdoms, ſtood up 
and with the Tongue of an Angel. too, 
confounded the Subtilties of that In. 
fernal Serpent, who would have de. 
bauched us from our Obedience, and 
turned our Eden into a Wilderneſs. 
Certainly his Name muſt be for ever 
Honourable, Precious his Memory, and: 
Happy His Generation, who durſt ex- 
ert his Loyalty, when it was grown. 
almoſt a Reproach to have any, and 
ſtem a Torrent of Faction, popular: 


* Fury; 


You deſerve: For he who 
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-TheDvpication. 
_ and fermenting Reb. lion, to * * 
preferving'' of the beſt of Kings in his 
Throne, and the happieſt of People i in 
their Liberties. 

May he. live long ro-comploar 10 Re- 
aten he has made in our Defence; 
{tilt by the ſtrength of his Judgment, to 
foreſeethofe Evils that may yet threaten 
us, and by the Power of his Wiſdom to 
prevent them; to root out the Footing 
and Foundations of the King's open, (nay,, 
and / boſoine) Enemies: As a watchful, 
bold; and ſincere Onmalklior to his Ma- 
63 to be a Driver of Treacherous, 
SGrinning, Sk. ended Knaves, Inſinuat- 
ing Spies, and uſeleſs unprofitable Fools, 
from vhis! Service: A Patron and Pro- 
woter of Honeſty, Merit, and Ability, 
Which elſꝰ too often, by neglect. e 
corrupted to their Conttaries. 

In fine, to continue (as he is) a 1 
Indulgent Father to your Lordſhip, ſo 

much every Way his, Son, and. fit to In- 
herit his Honours, as, in thę ſt,ong and 
ſhining; Virtues, of Your Mind, the fit 


and ſteady diſpoſition of your * 
Wn: 


De DEDICAT X 
as - Goodneſs! and obliging ener of 


Your Nature, is apparent; by. which 
only I muſt ever humbly confeſs, and 


no; pre ve Merit of my own, I 
have bckn Wo dged to take this Of: 
portunity of telling the World: how 
much. I deſire to be > thought 
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Humble Servant to be commanded, 
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PROLOGUE 


* Hough Plays and Prologues ne'er did more abound; 
Ne er were good Prologues harder ie be found. 
To me the Cauſe ſeems easly underfived 3. 
For there are Poets prove not very good, | 
# bo, like baſe Sign- Poſt Dawbers, wanting Still,, 
Steal from. great Maſter's Hands, and Copy ill. 
Thus, if by Chance, before @ nal N . 
Qf Gen'rous Wit, ta whet and fit your Taſle, 
Wome poignant Satyr in a Prologue 7i/e, 
And growing Vices handſomly 7510 'F 
Each Poetaſter thence preſumes on Rules, 
And ever after calls ye downright Fools. 
Theſs Marks deſcribe bi. w 
It riting by rote; ſmall Ni, ur nn in ſpares 
Jour and Chime's his Study, Toil and Care: 
always in one Line upbraids the Age; 
DLnd a god Reaſon toby; it Rhymes io Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps @ hideous Pother ; 
Sure to be damn's by One, for want of other : 
But if, by Chance, he get the French Word Raillery, 
Lord, how be fegues the Vizor-Maſques with Gallery! 
ad. Heeg range Wonders find, 
1 come, in two great Planets /ately join d. 
nur two Houſes joining, mo/? will bold 
Paſt Deluge. of Dulnels were foretold. 
Por Holborn Ballads now being worn a. 
By Tides of duller Magrigals than they; 


a and Jenneys ſer to Northren Airs, 
koh T heſpis channtioet Gonntry Fairs, 


Politick 


PROLOGUE 
Politick Ditties, /u// of Stage Debate, 
And Merry Catebes, how to Rule the State. 
Vicars neg/e their Flacks, to turn Tranſlators, _ 
And Barley-water II hey: ſuc d Beau's torits Satyrs . 
Though none can gueſi to which maſt Praiſe. belongs, 
To the Learn'd Verſions, Scandals, or the Songs... 
For all things now by Contraries ſucceed ; 
Of Wit or Virtue there's no. longer need : 
Beauty ſubmits to him tho loudlieſi rails z. 
She Ao the ſatocy Fap, and he prevails. 
Who for his beſt Preferment would\deviſe, 
Let him renounce all Honeſty, and riſe. 
Villains aud Paraſites Succe/s will gain; 
But in the Court of Wit, Gall Dulneſs reign ? 
MN: Let it angry Squire give his Tambicks r, 
Twirl Crevat firings, but write Lampoons 20 mare 3 
Rhymeſters get Wit, e'er they pretend to ſbeu it, 
Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet: 
Elſe is our Author B. 1 Succeſi, | 
= 2, his Study ſhall be next far lost: af 

7 out Ways to your App mare eaſe; 

Tbat is, write worſe and worſe, = be can pleaſa ye; 
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Dramatis rerſonx 


NM E N. 
Father to 25 4 Mr. Lab. 
Hrangard. Mr. Betterton. 
Courtine,.. | . | Mr. Smith. © 
Daredevil,,,, | Mr. Underbill. 
Lheodoret, 12004104. 24.14, M. Willfpire.. 
* Mr. Perin. 


Gratianz | 
Boers, Ghai 45 Win Mr. Haares | 


. N Man 5 Mr. Richards. 
"w_ 0 M E N 


Porcia, . Mrs. Barry. 
Tucretia, Mrs. Butler. 


Sia... Caurtine's Wife. Mrs, Currer.. _ 
rs. Furniſh, an _ 8 8 

change- Woman, 

Phillis, Porcia's Woman, Mrs. Percival. 

Chloris, Lucretia's Woman, Mrs. Norris. 


e Add Footmen, a Dwarf, and 
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Or, the Second Part of the- 


Soldjers Fortune. 


«is. th. A. et ** 8 e 


9 ER © * dt. dt. tis. 


"ACT 7 SCENE 1 4 


5 


Enter Beaugard and his Father, 


BEAUGARD. 


IR, I {iy and I u no Matrimony, I'll nog 

be noos'd, 3 be ſeech "yy Sir, tell m 
plainly and fair ly, what have I done, that I de- 

ferve to be marry 

Fu. Why Sauce Yo I, your old Father, was tnat- 
ty 'd before you were born, 
Rean, Ay, Sir, and I thank you, the next thing you 
dd, was, You begot me the Conſeqence of which Was 
as follows! As toon as I Was born, you lent me to N w_ 
where 


The AT HEIST: Or, 


where I ſuck'd two Years of the dirty Dugs of a foul- 
feeding Witch, that ivd in a thatch'd Sty upon the 


14 


1 Common; as ſoon as I was b 
that you might be rid of me, you ſent me to a 
a School, to be ſtaſh'd and box'd by a thick fiſted Block- 


head, that could not read himſelf; where J learn'd no 


Letters, nor got no Meat, but ſuch as the old Sarcubus 
his Wife bought at a ſtinking Price, ſo over-run with 
Vermin, that it us'd to crawl home after her. 

Fath. Sirrah, it was the more nouriſhing, and made 
fuch young idle Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. L 
remember the young Dog at twelve Years old had a broad 
ſhining, puft, Bacon-Face, like a Cherubim, and now 
he won't marry. . 

Beau. My next Removal was home again; and then 
you did not know what to do with me farther, till after 
a Twelvemonth's Deliberation, out ofa abundance of 
Fatherly Affection and Care of your Poſterity, you very 
civily and fairly turn'd me out of your Doors. 

Fath. The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell'd 
with too much Plenty, and took up Arms. againſt my 
Concubine. Turn'd you out of my Doors! 

Bean. Yes, turn'd me out of Doors, Sir. 

Fath. Had I not reaſon, Maſter Hector? 

Beau. As I had then, ſo have I now too, Sir, more 
Manners than to diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. 
Fatb. Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the truth 
on't, the Dog would be a very pretty Fellow, if I 
could but perſwade him to marry. 

Beau. Turn'd out of Doors as I was, you may remem- 
ber, Sir, you gave me not a Shilling, my Induſtry and 
my Virtue was all I had to truſt to. 

Fath. Bleſs us all! Induſtry and Virtue, quoth a! Nay, 
I have a very virtuous Son and Heir of him, that's the 
Truth on't. 

Bean. Till at laſt a good Uncle, who now, Peace be 
with his Soul, fleeps with his Fathers, beſtow'd a Porti- 
on of two hundred Pounds upon me, with which F' 


e Coalt of Fortune. 
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g enough, 
ace call'd 
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Fatb. That is to ſay, you went tothe Wars, to learn 
the liberal Arts of Murder, Whoredom, Burning, Raviſh 
ing, and a few other neceſſary Accompliſhments for a- 
young Gentleman to ſet up Livelihood withal, in this 
Civil Government, where (Heaven be prais'd) none of 
thoſe Virtues need grow _ 

Beau. Sir, I hope I have brought you no Diſhonour 
Home With me, 

Fath. Nay, the Scander beg.Monkey has not behav'd 
himſelf unhandſomely, that's the Truth of the Buſineſs ; 
But the Varlet won't marry : the Dog has got two thou- 
ſand Pound a Year left him by an old curmudgeonly 
mouldy Uncle, and I can't perſuade him to marry. 

Beau. Sir, that curmudgeonly mouldy Uncle you ſpeak 
of, was your elder Brother, and never married in all his 
Life: He dying, bequeath'd me two thouſand Pound a 
Year : You, Sir, the younger Brother, and my honour'd. 
Father, have been marry'd, and are not able, for ought 
Tcan perceive, to leave me a bent Nincpence. So, Sir, I 
wiſh you a great deal of Health, long Life and merry as 
it has been hitherto; but for Marriage, it has thriven 
ſo very ill with my Family already, that I am reſol vd 
to have nothing to do with it. : 

Fath. Here's a Rogue! here's a Villian! why, Sirrah, 
you have loſt all Grace; you have no Duty left ; you 
are a Rebel : I ſhall ſee you hang'd, Sirra . Come, 
come, let me examine you a little, while I think on't : 
What Religion are you of ?——hah ? — 

Beau, Sir I hope you took care, after I was born, 
to ſee me Chriſten'd. | 

Fath, Oh Lord! Chriften'd! here's an Atheiſtical 
Rogue, thinks he has Religion enough, if he can but 


call himſelf a Chriſtian! 
Fear. Why, Sir. would you have me diſown my 


Baptiſm ? 
Eaib. No, Sirraht but I would have you own 


What ſort of Chriſtian you are tho' 
Hear. What ſort, Sirz 
Fath. Ay, Sir, what ſort, Sir. 
Beau, Why, of the honeſter ſorts _ 
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* Fath. As if there were Knaves of all ſorts 
Bean. Why then Sir, if that will ſatisfy you, I am 
of your ſort. | | a 

 Fiath, And that for ought you know, may be of no 
ſort, at all. . 


Beau. But Sir, to make ſhort of the matter, I am of 


the Religion of my Country, hate Perſecution and 
Penance, love Conformity, which is going to Church 
once a Month, well enough; reſolve to make this 
tranſitory Liſe as pleaſant and delightful/as I can; and 
for ſome ſober Reaſons beſt known to my ſelf, reſolve 
never to marry: | | 

Fath., Look me in the Face; ſtand till, and look 
me in the Face. So, you won't marry ? 
Beau. No Sir, 
Fatb. Oh Lord! 41545 of 
Beau. But Ill do ſomething that ſhall be more for 
your good, and perhaps may pleaſe you as well. 

nowing Fortune of late has not been altogether ſo 
good natur'd as ſhe might have been, and that your Reve. 
nues are ſomething anticipated; be-pleas'd, Sir to go 
home 'as well ſatisfy'd as you can, and my Servant 
ſhall. not fail to meet you at your Lodgings, with a 
Re ng Smock-fac'd Fre ia within this half 
Hour: now who the Devil would mar y? 
Futbh. No Body that has half an Ounce of Brains in 
his Noddle.“ The ungodly good-natur'd Rogue is in 
the right 6n't } damnably, damnably in the right on't. 

Rav. So, here's your Father for you now! 

Fith. But look you Zack now, little Fact, two thou- 
ſend Pound a Year! Why thou wilt be a damnable rich 
Rogue now, if thou doſt not marry; tho' I know thou 


wilt live bravely and deliciouſly, eat and drink nobly, 


have always half a dozen honeſt Jolly, true ſpirited 
ſpritely Friends about thee, and ſo forth, hah ! then for 
Matrisge to ſpeak the truth on't, it is at the beſt but a 
chargable, vexatious, uneaſy ſort of Life; it ruin'd 
me, Zack, utterly ruin'd thy poor old Father Jack. 
Thou wilt be ſure to remember the hundred Pound, 
Jalſtie boy hah? | 

| Bran- 
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Beau. Moſt punctually, Sir. | . 

Fath. Thou ſhalt always, ever now and then, that is, 
lend thy old Father a hundred Pound, or fo, upon a 
good Occafion, Fack, after this manner, in a Friendly 
way: You mult make much of your old Daddy, Fact: 
But if thou had'ſt no mind to't, the truth on't is, I 
would never have thee marry. 

Beau, Not marry Sir ? 

Fath. No. 

Beau. No? | | 

Fath. No. A hundred Pound, Fack is a pretty little 
round Sum, | 1 21 

Beau. I'll not fail in ſending it. ; | 

Fath. „ it will do as well to let thy Min 
come to me to Harry the Eight's Head in the Bick Street, 
behind my Lodgings: There's a Cup of ſmart Racy 
Canary, Zack, will make an old Fellow's Heart as 

light as a Feather. Ah, little Zackie-Rogue, it glori- 
fies through the Glaſs, and the Nits dance about in't 
like Attoms in the Sun-ſhine you young Dog. 

| Reau. Do you intend to dine . Sir? 

Fath, Ay, Man; I have two or three bonny old 7i/+: 
bury Royſterers with delicate red Faces, and bald Crowns 
that hath oblig'd me to meet them there; they help'd me 
to ſpend my Eſtate when I was young, and the Rogues 
are grateful, and do'nt forſake me now I am e 
pooriſh and old — Almoſt twelve a Clock, Jack. 

Beau, I' be ſure to remember, Sir. 

| $ath, And thou wilt never marry 

Beau, Never I hope, Sir. | 

Fath, Ah, you wicked hearted Rogue, I know what 
you will do then, that will be worſe; I think, not 
much worſe neither, would I were a young Fellow a- 
gain but to keep him Company for a Week or a Fort. 
night. Ahundred Guineas l ee ee! Db'uy Jact. You'll. 
remember ?, See thee again 'To-morrow, Fack, poor 
* _ Canary and a delicate black-ey'd 

ench at the Bar Db'uy Tack. {1 excunt. 

Beau. Adieu, Father. — Forrbine. A 
a Enter Fourbine, 

Nur. did your Honour call! Bran, 
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Beau. Take a hundred Guineas out of the Cabinet, and 


carry em after the old Gentleman to his Place of Ren- 
dez vous. This Father of mine (Heav'n be thank d) is a 
very ungodly, Father: He was in his Vouth juſt ſuch ano- 
ther wicked Fellow as his Son John here; but he had no 


Eſtate, there I have the better of him: For out of meer. 
Opinion of my good Husbandry, my Uncle thought fit to 


diſinherit the extravagent old Gentleman, and leave all to 
me. 'Then he was marry'd, there I have the better of 
him again; yet he marry'd, a Fortune of ten thouſand 
Found; and before I was ſeven Years old, had broke my 
Mother's Heart, and ſpent three parts of her Portion 3 


Aſterwards he was pleas'd to retain a certain Familiar 


Domeſtiok, call'd a Hopſe keeper, which I one Day, to 
ſhew my Breeding, call'd Whore, and was fairly turn'd a 
Narvitng for it» Now he has no way to ſqueeze me out 
of Contribution, but by ung up his 8 Authority 
and offering to put the penal Laiv call'd Marrlage in Exe- 
eutlon, I mult &en get him a Governour, and ſend 
him with a Penflon into the Country : ay t muſt be 
ſo For, Wedleck I deny thee, Father, I'11 ſu 

and Pleaſure, I will have thee, Who's there 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv, Oh, Sir, the moſt fortunate TI dinge! * 


Beav, What's the Matter! 
Serv, Captain Court ine, your old Acquainzance, Friend 


and Comrade, is juſt arriv'd out of the Country, and de- 
ſires to ſee you, Sir. 

Beau. Courtine Wait on him up, you Dog, with 
Reverence and Honour. 

Enter Courtine. 

Cour, Dear Beaugard | : | 

Beav. Ah, Friend ! from the very tendereſt part of 
my Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou 
look'ſt as like a marry'd Man aiready, with as grave a 
fatherly famelick Countenance, as ever I ſaw, 
— Cour. Ay, Beougard, I am marry d, that's my Com- 
fort, But you, I hear, have had worle Luck of late ; an 
old Uncle drop'd into the Grave, and two thouſand 
Pound a Year into your Pocket, Beaugard. Bran, 
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Beau, A ſmall Conveniency Ma, to make my Happie 
neſs hereafter a little more of a piece than it has been 
hitherto, in the Enjoyment of ſuch hearty, ſincere, honeſt 
Friends, and good-natur'd Fellows, as thou art. 

Cour. Sincere honeſt Friends! have a Care there, Beau- 
gar —— I am ſince I ſaw thee, in a few Words, grown 
an arrant Raſcal, and for Good-nature, it is the very 
thing I have ſolemnly forſworn: No I am marry'd Tack, 
in the Devil's Name, I am marry'd. 

Beau. Marry'd! That is, thou call'ſt a Woman thou 
likeſt by the Name of Wife: Wife and tother thing be- 
gin with a Letter, Thou leſt with her when thy Ap- 

etite calls thee, keepeſt the Children thou begetteſt of 
— Body } alloweſt her Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit 
for her Quality, and Fortune, and when ſhe grows - 
heavy upon thy Hands, what a Pox tie but a Separates 
r kiſs and part, and there is an End of the 

uſineſs, | 

Cour. Alas Beavgard, thou art utterly miſtaken, Heav'in 
knows It is gults on the contrary 1 For Tam fore'd to call 
a Woman I do not like, by the Name of Wife, and lie 
with her for the maſt pirt, with nd Appetite at all, muſt 
keep the Children that, for ought I know, any Body elſe 
may beget of her Body; and for Food and Raimenr, by 
her Good will ſhe would have them both Freſh three 
times a Dy: Then for kiſs and part, I may kiſs and 
kiſs my Heart out, but the Devil a bit ſhall I ever get 
rid of her, | . 

Beau. Alas, poor Husband! but art thou really in 
this miſerable Condition? 

Cour. Ten times worſe, if poſſible: by the Vertue of 

Matrimony, and long Cobabition, we are grown ſo 
really one Fleſh, that I have no more Inclination to hers 
than to eat a piece of my own. Then her Ladyſhip is 
ſo jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to make me 
Stallion in general to the whole Pariſh, from the Parſon's 
Importance in Paragon, to the Cobler's ſcolding Wife. 
that drinks Barndy, and ſmoaks loathſome Tobacco. In 
ſhart Jack, ſhe has ſo order'd the Bus'neſs, that I * 


weary of the World, wiſh. all Mankind hang'd, and 
have not laugh'd: theſe fix Months. 


Bran. Ha, ha, ha. | 1 

Cour. Why thou canſt laugh, I ſee, though. - 
Bean. Ay, Ned 1-have two thouſand Pound per Am. 
Ned, old 'Rents, and well Tenanted ; have no Wife, 
nor never will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my 
ul, and Nights Pleaſurable, 


Days of Mortality all Joy ] 
hk ſome dear A young, Beautiful kind gene- 


rous She, that every Night ſhall bring me all the Joys 
of à new Bride, and none of the Vexations of a worn-, 
out, infipid, troubleſome jealous Wife, Wife, Ned. 
Cour, But where lies this Treaſute? Where is there 
ſuch a Jewel to be found? | 
Bean Ah Rogue ! Do you deſpiſe your own Manna 
indeed, and long after Quails? Why thou unconſcionable 
Hobnail, thou Country Coulſtaff thou abſolute Piece 
of thy own dry'd Dirt, wouldſt thou have the Impu- 
dence with that hideous Beard, and e 
to make thy Appearance before the Footflool of a Bara, 
Roba that I delight in? For ſhame get off that «19 
Horſe-courſer's Equipage ; appear once more like Cour- 
tine the Gay, the Witty, and unbounded with joy,. 
in thy Face, and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Poc- 
kets, and good Cloaths on thy Back; and then I'll try 
to give thee a Rycipe that may purge away thoſe foul 
Humours Mitrimon r, in thee, and fit thee to re- 
liſh the Sins of thy Youth agaln. Blefs us what a Beard's 
there ? it puts me In mind of the blazing Star. 
Cour, ge rd, 1 Why I wear if on purpoſe, 
Min ; I have wiſh'd it a Furze-buſh a thouſand Times, 
When I have been kiſſing my. | 
Beau Whom ? 


Cour, Wife, Let me never live to bury her, if the _ 


Word Wife does not ſtick in my Throat, | 
Beau, Then this Peruque ! Why it makes thee ſhew 
like the Sign of a Head looking out of a Barber's Window. 
Cour. No more, no more; all ſhall be recti fied: For, 
ta deal with thee as honeſtly as a Fellow in my damn'd 


Cengition can do, ere 1 reſolv'd abſolutely to hang my 
_ 7 
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ſelf, I thought there might be ſome Remedy left; and 
that was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendſhip : 80 
that, in ſhort, Iam very fairly run away; pretended a 
ſhort Journey to viſit a Friend, but came to London; and 
if it be poſſible will not ſee Country, Wife, or Children 
again theſe ſeven Years. Therefore pr'ythee for my bet- 
ter Encouragement, tell me a little what Sins are ftir- 
ring in this noble Metropolis, that I may know-my 
Bus'neſs the better, and fall to it as faſt as I can. 

Bean, Why, faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot the Dan- 
ger of the Times, and ſome other Obſtructions of Trade 
and Commerce, Iniquity in the general has not Joſt much 
Ground, There's cheating and Hypocrifie ſtill in the 
City; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs ; Grinning, Ly- 
ing, Fawning, Flattery, and Falſe promiſing at Court; 
Aſſignations at Covent, Garden Church; Cuckholds, 
Whores, Pimps, Bawds, and their Diſeaſes, all over 
the Town, | 
Cour. But what Choice 4 85 what extraordinary 
Raſcals may a Man oblige his Curioſity withal ? 

Beau. I'll tell thee. In the firſt place, we are over- 
run with a Race of Vermin they call Wits, a Generation 
of Inſects that are always making a Noife, and buzing 
about your Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Limpoons, 
Libels, Songs, Tunes, ſoſt Scenes, Love, Ladies, Pe- 
ruque?, and Crevate-ſtrings, French Conqueſts, Duels, 
Religion, Snuff boxes, Pojnts, Granitures, Mild Stock- 
ings, Faurbert's Accademy, Politicks, ParliamentSpeeches, 
and every thing elſe which they do not underſtand, ar 
would have the World think they did. 


Cour, are all theſe Wits ? | 
Benu, Yes, and be hanged to e'm, theſe are Wits ? 


Cscur. Tnever knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that did 
not delerve to bepillory'd 3 twenty to one if halfof fem 
can read, and yet they will venture at Learning as fa- 
mili.rlv as if they had been bred at the Vatican. One of 
em told me one day, he thought P/tareb well done 
would make the beſt Ege Heroick Poem in the World. 

Beſides, they will rail, cavil, cenſure, and what is worſt 
of all, make Jeſts; the dull Rogue wi!l Jeſt, tho? they 


do 


e We ATHEIST Or, 


do it as aukwardly as a Tarpawling would ride the great 
Horſe, I hate a pert, dull, Jeſting Rogue from the 
bottom of my Heart, 

Beau. But above all, the moſt abominable is your 
Witty Squire, your young Helr that is very Witty i who 
having newly been diſcharged from the Diſcretion of a 
Governour and come to keep his own Money, gets into 
a Cabal of Coxcombe of the third Form, who will be 


ſure to ery him up for a fine Perſon, that he may think 
all them ſo. | 

Cour. Oh, your Aſſes know one another's Nature ex- 
actly, and are always ready to nabble, becauſe it Is the 
certain way to be nabbled * Hut above all the reſt, 
What think you of the Atheilt ? 

Bean. By this good Light, thou haſt prevented me: 
T have one for thee of that Kind, the moſt unimitable 
Varlet, and the moſt inſufferable Stinkard Iving: one 
that has Doubts enough to turn to all Religions, and yet 
would faln pretend to be of none ! In ſhort « Cheat, that 
would have you of Opinion that he belives neither Hea- 
ven nor Hell, and yet never feels ſo much as an Ague- 
fit, but he's afrald of belng damn'd, 


Cour. That muſt be a very noble Champlcn, and cer- 
talnly an Original. | 

Beau. The Villain has leſs Sincerity than a Bawd, leſi 
Courage than a Hector, leſs Good : nature than a Hang- 
man, and leſs Charity than a Fanatique ; talks of Reli- 
gion and Church-Worſhip as familiarly as a little Cour- 
tier does of the Maids of Honour; and ſwears the King 

deſerves to be chain'd out of the City, for ſuffering Zea- 

lous Fools to build Paul's again, when it would make 
ſo proper a Place for a Citadel. 7 
Cour. A very worthy Member of a Chriſtian Com- 
mon-wealth, that is the Truth on't. 

Beau. I am intimately acquainted with him. 
Cour. I honour you for't with all my Heart, Sir. 

Beau. After all, the Rogue has ſome other little tiny 
Vices, that are nor very ungrateſul. | 
Car. Very probable. ” 


Brau. 
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Bear. He makes a very good old Man at Ba//um rancum, 


or ſo4 that is, when the reſt of the Company lo coupled, 


will take Care to ſee there's good Attendance paid; and 
when we have a Mind to make a Ba//um of it Indeed, 
there la no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandelous that he will not be very 
proud to have the Honour to be put upon, 
Cour, A very neceſſary Inſtrument of Damnation, truly, 
Rea, Beſides, to give the Devil his Due, he ie ſeldom 
Impertinent but, barring hls darling Toplek, Blaſphe- 
my, a Companion pleaſant enough, Shall I recom- 
mend him to thy Service ! I'll enter Into Bonds of five 
hundred Pounds, that he teaches thee as good a way to 
et rid of that Whip and a Bell, call'd thy Wiſe, as thy 
Heart would wiſh for. 
Cour. And that is no fmall Temptation, I aſſure you, 
oBiter Boy with a Letter, 
Dey. 8 11 


j 

Beav, My Child! | 

Cour. A Pimp, for aGuines, he ſpeaks ſo gently to him. 

Bean, Tell her ſhe has undone me, ſhe has choſen the 
ony Way to enſlave me utterly 1 tell her, my Soul, my 
Lite, my future 'Happineſs, and preſent Fortune, are 
ny what ſhe'11 make em. 

oy, At Seven, Sir, 

Bean, Moſt infallibly. 

Cour, Ay, ay, 'tis ſo : Now what a damn'd Country- 
ftch have I, to dive into the Secret! Heaugard, Beau- 
gard, are all things in readineſs ? the Husband out of 
the he the Family diſpos'd of ? Come, come, come, 
uo trifl ng 3 be free-hearted and friendly. 

Beau. You are married, Ned, you are married; that'g 
all I have to ſay ; you are married. 

Cour. Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Life! 
time, and he ſhall always hear of it Married, quoth'a- 
Prythee be patient: I was married about a Twelve, 
month ago, but that's paſt and forgotten. Come, come- 


communicate, communicate, if thou art a Friend, com. 


-municate. 

Beau. Net a Tittle. I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſei- 

ence; tho 1 mult confeſs dis not altogether ſo Gentle- 
| | MAR» 


man-like 4 Companion, But what a Scandal would 
it be upon a Man of my ber Demeanor and Charatter, 
t6 have the vunmerelſul Tongue of thy Legitimate 
e roaring againſt me, for Debauching her Natural 


usband 


Cour. It has been otherwiſe, Sir; 


Dean. Ay, ay, the time has been; Covrtine, when thou 


wert in poſſeſMon of thy Natural Freedom, and mighteſt 
be truſted With a Secret of this dear Nature ; when [I 
might have open'd this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this be- 
witching Name at the bottom i But woe and alas ! O 
Matrimony Matrimony | What ea Blot art thou in an 
honeft Fefſew's Beute heon! 

Ca, Ne more te be feld f inte the Country agaln 


like any diſeentented Statefhan j get drunk every Night 
with an adjacent Schoal-Maſter ; beat my Wife ta a 


down-right Houſekeeper ; get all my Miid Seryants e- 


very Year with Baſtards, till I command & $erag//e five 
miles round my own Palace, and be beholden ta no Man 
of two thouſand Pound a Year fora whore when I want 
One; | | oe ONS + Rs 
Beau. Good Words, Ned, good Words, let me adviſe 
you, none of your Marriage qualities of Scolding and 


ailing, now you are got out of the turbulent Element. 


Come hither, come; but firſt let us, capitulate: Will 
you promiſe me, upon the Conjugal Credit, to be very 
governable, and very civil? *' 

Cour. As any made Spanial or hang me up for a Cur. 

Beau. Then this Note, this very Bellit, Ned, comes 
from a Woman, who, when I was ſtrowling very pen- 
ſively laſt Sunday to Church, watch'd her Opportuni- 
ty, and poach'd me up for the Service of Satan. 

Cour. Is ſhe very handſom, Beaugard. 


Beau. Theſe Country Squires, when they get up to 


Town, are as termagant after a Wench, as a ty'd-up 


hungry Car, got looſe from Kennel, is after Cruſts. 
Very handſom, ſaid you? Let me ſee : No, not very 
hand ſom neither; but ſhe'll paſs, Ned, {he'll paſs. 


Cour. Young? 
Bert: Ahn? Piepen. 
iq - 4 N 4 ; 


* 
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Bean, Her Complexion falr, with a glowing Bluſh 

always ready In her Cheeks, that looks as Nature were 

waty Ing every Opportunity to ſelze and run away 

wit er, | | i 
Cour, Oh the Devil, the Devil ! This Is Intollerable 
, 000k Her Eyes blagk, ſparkling, ſpriteful, hot, and 
ere ng. 9: | 

F a - The very Deſcription of her ſhoots me through 

my Liver. 

D "Deen Her Hair of @ delicate light Amber-browng 
curling 1 huge Rings, and of « great Qpentity. 

r. 89; 

Reds, Her Forechead large, majeſtic, and generous. 

Cent Very well: ü 

Heuu Her Noſe neat, and well-falhion'd, 

Cour Good. 

heat, With a delicious, little, pretty, (mailing Mouth 

Cour, Oh | 

Heau. Plump, red, blah Lips, 

Cour, Ah — — f 
Beau, Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls ! a be- 
witching Neck, and tempting, riſing ſwelling Breaſt. 

Cour. Ah h h h 

Beau. Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a 
Waſte | 

C:ur. Hold: Go no lower, if thou lov'ſt me. 
Bau. But by your leave, Friend, I hope to go ſome- 

thing lower, if ſhe loves me. 
Cour. But art thou certain, Beaugard, ſhe is all this 
thou haſt told me ? So fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely ſa 

bewitching ? 5 | 

Beau. No; for you muſt know, I never ſaw her Face 
in my Life: But 1 my own Pleaſure fo well, that 
I'll imagineall this, and ten times more, if it be poſſible. 

Cour. Where lives ſhe? 

Beau. That I know not neither; but my Orders are to 
meet her fairly and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at a 
certain civil Perſon's Shop in the upper Walk, at the 
New Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very goods 
natur'd, and let me know more of her Mind, 

vOLII. B Conr . 
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Cour. IIl een go home, like a miſerable ' Blockhéad 
8 I am, to my Lodę ing- and —1 | 5 
Bead. No, Ned i; Thou. knowelt my good Chances 
have allways been lucky to thee : Who can tell but this 
Tadyettant that has ſeiz'd upon tmy Perſon, may have a 
. Rrapgling Companion, or ſo, nat unworthy my Friend? 
Car, Vis Impolſlable. 
eau. Not at all for, te deal heartily with thee in 
this Buſineſs, the! I never faw her Face, or know who 
Me is, yet thus ſar Tam fatifyedy, the is a Woman very 
Witty, very well bread, of a pleaſent Converſation, wii 


a generous Diſpoſition, and what is better than Al, if 


I ain not extremely miſinform'd, of noble Quality, 
and damnably Rich. Such a one cannot want good, 
pretty, little under-ſinners, Ned, that a Man may fool a- 
way an Hour or two withal very comfortably, 

Cour, Why then I'll be a'Man again. Wite, avaunt, 
and come not near my Memory; Impotence attends the 
very thoughts of thee. At Seven, you ſay, this Even- 


ing: 1 
Beni. Preciſely. 

Cour And ſhall I go along with thee. for a ſmall 
Venture in this Love-Voyage. 
Beau. With all my Heart. ä 

Cour. But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the burthenſome 
Time, till the Happy Minute ſmile upon us? 

eau. With-Love's beſt Friend, and our own honeſt 
old Accquaintance, edifying Champa!;n, Med; and for 
good Company tho! it Fea Rarity, 1']} carry thee to dine 
with the beſt I can meet with, where we'll warm our 
Blood and Thoughts with generous Glaſſes, and free 
hearted Converſe, till we forget the World, and think of 
.nothing but immortal Beauties. and eternal Loving. 

Car. Then here I firike the League with thee : 
And now | | | | 
Methinks weber both upon the Wing together, 

Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure: 
Where Men were never yet enſlave'd by Wiving, 

But all their Cares are hanſomely contriving 8 
Teimprove the noble Arts of petſect Living. 42 
| ' 8 
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ACT H. SCENE I 


Fyter Courtine au Beaiifard, 
Cour. UT was that thy Father! 3 | 
Bean, Yes that civil, ſober, old Getlemah, 
Gourtine, is my Father i And, to tell thee 
the Truth, as Wicked and as peer as ever his Son Was. 
I fent him a Cordial of a hundred Guineas this Morn- 
ing, which he will be fare te loſe all befare te-marrow 
Morning and not have a Shilling to help himſelf, 
Cour, Methopghts, as I look'd into the Room, he rat- 
tled the Box with a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half 
a dozen Rappers very youthfully., : 
_ BHege. Prythęe no more on't, tis an irreverent Theme: 
and next to Atheiſm, I hate making merry with the 
-Frailties of my Father. 5 | | 
Cour. But then as to the Lady, Beazgard? . _ _ 
Bean. 'Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the 
Shop we meet at; the Miftreſs of it, Courting, is a hearty 
. Well-wiſher to the Mathematicks ; and her Influence, I 
hope, may have no ill Effect o'er my Adventure. 
. Cour. Methinks this Place looks as it were made for 
Loving: The Lights on each hand ofthe Walk look 
ſtately; and then the Ruſling of Silk Petticoats, the Din 
and the Chatter of. the pretty little party-colour'd Par- 
rots, that hop and flutter from on ſide to th'other, puts 
every Senſe upon its proper Office, and ſets the Wheels 
of Nature finely moving. © 
Beau. Would the Lady of, my Motion would make 
haſte, and be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move 
ſo faſt elſe, that the Weight will be dowa before ſhe 
comes. | b 8 3 x 
Win. Gloves or Ribbons, Sir? Very good Gloves 
or Ribbons, Choice of tine Eſſences. Captain Beaugard; 
ſhall I ſell you nothing to day? 7 
Bea. Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſh, I am come to lay out 
; a Heart at your Shop this Evening, if my pretty Mer- 
chant-Adventurer don't fail to meet me here, 


B 2 on 


a$ .. TEATHEIST:! Or, | 
Nen. What, ſhe that ſpoil'd your Devotion o“ n. 
6 16h Rub! {7 77. 7 
Reay. Doſt thou know her, my little Furniſh? 
Wim, There is a certain 3 In the World, Sir, 
| that has done me the Honour to let me ſee her at my 
poor Shop, ſometimes, ILL 
Enter Porcia mail d, and land, behind Beaugard. 
/ Rean, And is ſhe very lovely? | 
Mom. What think you, Sir. 
Beau, Faith, charitably enough. 
Vim. I'll ſwear ſhe is oblig'd to you, 
Beau And Iwou'd very fain be oblig'd to her too, 
if 'twere poſſible, Will ſhe be here to night. 
Per. Yes marry will ſhe, Captain. 


What, attack a Min of War of my Burden in the Stern. 
+ Pirate”! 
Por. Lord, how like a Soldier you are pleas'd to ex- 

» preſs your ſelf now? I warrant you, to carry on the 
- Itetaphor, you- have forty more merry things to ſay to 
me upon this Oceaſion; as, plying your Chaſe-guns, lay- 
Ing your ſelf athward my Harſer, boarding me upon the 

Forecaſtle, 'claping all under Hatches, carrying off the 
Prize to the next Port of Security, and there rummag- 
ing and rifling her. Alas, poor Captain! 
Cour. Poor, Madam! He has two thouſand a Year. 
and nothing but an old Father to provide for. 
 1Por. Sir, is this fine, ſober, brown bearded Gentle- 
man to be your Steward, he underſtands your Affairs 
ſo well already ? 


an Office under me, and may in time, if he behave him- 
elf handſomly, come ta Perferment. 
Cour. This I have got by my Beard already, If ſhe 
mould but known me now. 
Beau. Well, Madam, are your Commands ready; May 
1 know the Task I am to undertake, before I lay claim 
to the Happineſs of ſeeing that handſome, homely, fair, 
Black, young, ancient, tempting, or frightſul Face which 
you conceal ſo maliciouſly ? For hang me, as I have de- 


Beau. Are you there indeed, my little Piearoon? 


Baan. The Truth on't is, Madam, he does wait for 


dervcc 
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ſerved long ago, if I know what to make of this ex 


traordinaryoproceeding of yours, 
Por. In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of mine, 


be it what It will, if you behave your ſelfas you ſhould + 
do, ſhall never put you out of Countenance, 


Neal. In troth, and that's ſaid kindly, 
Por. For I am young, Captain, 
Beau, I am glad on't with all my Heart. 


Par. And if the World ſpeack truth, not very ugly, 


Brau. So much the better ſtill. 
Por. Next I'm no, Hypocrite. 
Beau. Ha | 


Por. But love my Pleaſcre and will hold my Li- 


berty.. . 
Beau. Noble. 
Por. I am rich too. 
Beau. Better and better, 
Por. But what's worſt of all 
Beau. Out wicht. 
. Por, I doubt I am fillily in Love. 
Cour, With whom, dear Miracle? | 
Por. Not with a marry'd Man, ſweet Monſieur Cour- 


ne. | 

Cour. Confound her, but ſhe knows me. Why 
good M dam Fu 

Beau. Nay, Friend no ruffling; keep your Articles 
and keep your Diſtance. | 9 -: : 

Por. Have you then made your E ſcape, Sir, from your 
dear Wife, the Lady-Tyrant, of your Enchanted Caſtle 
in the Country, to run a wandring after new Adven- 
tures here ; Oh all the Windmills about London beware ! 

Cour. Ay, and the Watermills too, Madam — In the 
Devil's Name, what will become of me ! | 

Por, For the 42 of the Country is abroad ; Mur- 
der by his Side, Enterpriſes in his Head, and Horror 
in his Face, 

Caur. Oh Lord! 

Beau. Do you know this Friend of mine then Madam 
Por. I have heard of ſuch a Hero, that was very. fa 
mous about two Years fince ſor ſelling himſelf to 
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Plantation, the Country, for Five thouſand Pound! 
Was not that the Price, Sir? | 
Cour. Your Lady(Hip is pleas'd to be very ſree Mad- 
dam that's all, | | 
Por. So were you at that time, Sir, or you had ne'er 
arted with your. dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable 
erms _ Bleſs-us! Had you but look'd about 
you a little, What a Market might have been made of 
that tall, proper promiſing Perſon of your's ! tha. 
Cour. Hell confound thee heartily, heartily. 
Per. That Face, which now, o'er grown with ruful 
Be rad, looks as you had ſtole it from the Retinue of a 
Raa Embaſſie ! Fough ! I fancy al] Fellows that are 
marry'd ſmell of Train-oll and Garlick. 0 
Beau. And yet twenty to one, that is a'ſtinking Con- 
dition you'll have a Deſign to ſedure ſome poor doating 
Monſter or another into, one Day. 


Por. Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there, * 


Ceau. How that dear Proteſtation has charm'd me! 
Cour. O' my Conſcience I my ſelf could be half recon» 
cil'd to her again too. . . 

Por. In ſhort, to give you one infallible Argument, 
that I never will marry, I have been marry'd already, 
that is fold: For being th: Daughter of a very rich Mer- 
chant, who dying left me the only Heireſs of an im- 
menſe Fortune, it was my ill. Luck tn fall into the Hands 
of Guardians, that, to ſpeak properly, were Raſcals ; for 
in a ſhort time they conſpir'd amongſt themſelves, and 
for baſe Bribes, betray'd, ſold, and marry'd me to a— _ 
Husband that's all. | 

Beau. In troth, and that's enough of Conſcience : But 
where is this Husband. 
Por. Heaven bt thanked, dead and bury'd, Captain. 

Beau. Amn, with all my Heart. 

Cour. A Widow, by my Manhood, a downright Baw- 
'dy Widow, 5 | 

Por, What would _ Cream-pot in the Country 
give for chat Title, thitik you! . 

Cour, Not more than would, that thy Flusband 


were alive again to revenge my Quel on the 
4 Bras, 


7% $SOLDIER': FORTUNE: ge” 
B.. And what's to be done thou dear One! 

Por, Look upon me as a Lady in diſlreſs, Captains 
and by the Honour of a Soldier conſider on ſome way 
or my Deliverance. 10 

Brau. From what ? where is the Danger? 

Por. Every Way it threatens me: For into the very 
Hands my ill Fortune threw me before, his it betrayed 
me again Friend, 

Bu. Hah'! | 

Por, The Principal is an Uncle, old, jealous,” tyran - 
nical, and covetous. 

Beau. Hell confound him for it. OO. 1 

Per. My Fortune lying moſt in his Hands, obliged 
me upon my Widowhood toglve up my ſelf again there 
too, where he has ſecured and confined me with more 
Tyranny, than if F had been a Pris' ner for Murder; guards 
me Day ard Night with il/-look'd Rogues, that wear 
long, broad, terrible Swords, and ſtand .Centinel up and 
down the Houſe with Muſquetoons and Blunderbuſſes. 

Cour. So, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going for - 
ward that is one Comfort. | | 

Por. Murder and Marriage are the two dreadful things 
I feem to be threatned with; Now gueſs what Pity it is 
that ever eithef of thoſe Miſchiefs ſhould fall upon me. 

Brau. By the E Spirits that's in thee, III fairly 
be Gibbetted fir | | | 

Por. No need of that, Ciptai a, neither: For to ſhew 
you I deſerve your Protection, I have had the Courage 
to break Goal, run away, and make my Eſcape hither, 
purely to keep my Word with you. Deal like a Maa 
of Honourby me? ati when the Storm that will fol- 
low is a little blown over, here's a white Hand upon it, 
I'll not be ungrateful. 

Beau. Arid in token 1 believe thꝛe, I'll kife it moſt 
Religioufly. N 

Cour. Why the Devil did I marry ? Madam one Wofd 
with you: Hive you never a marryed Lady of your Ac- 
quiintance, that's as good-natured as you, and wauld 
'fain be a Widow as you are, too ? | 

Per. Why do you abk, Sir? 
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Cour. Becauſe I would cut her Husband's Throat, 
and make her one for my own porper Uſe. 
Por. Till ask your own Lady, Sir, that Queſtion, 
next time I ſee her, if you pleaſe. . 

Cour. Why doſt thou know her then? 

Por. Ves. 3 1 
Cor. Then F may chance ſhortly to have a fine time 
en't: I have made a pretty Evening% Work of this, 
Heavens be prais'd. | | 

| | Enter two Men diſpuis'd 

1 Man. Run away leudly Damnation! , 

2 Man. Look! 

1 Mas. By Hay——n it muſt be ſhe. 
2 Man. The Men are well arm'd. 
: Man. No matter; we mult carry her, or all's loſt 
elſe, 
2 Man. F'11 not ſhrink from you, 
1 Man. That's well ſaid, Sir, if you pleaſe, a 
Word with you. | 
Beau. With me, Sir? . 
= "i { ES 
Beau. Courting, be civil a little: 
1 Man. Sir, it is my Misfortune to be concerned for 
the Honour of a Lady that has not been altogether ſo 
careful of it her ſelf as ſhe ought to have been, 
Beau. I am ſorry for't, Sir, 
1 Man. You being a Gentleman whoſe Character I 
have had an advantageous Account of, I would make 
jt my Petition to you, if ſhe be of your Acquaintance, 
not to engage your ſelf in any thing that may give me 
Occaſion to be your Sago; 
Beau. Sir, I ſhould be ighly glad of "my brave 
Man's Friendſhip, and ſhould be troubled if T appear 
concern'd in any thing that may hazard the Loſs of yours, 

3 Man, That Lady, Sir, you' talk'd withal's =— 

Beau. My Miſtreſs, Sir. 

1 Man. Miſtreſs! 

Bean. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir: I love her, doat on her, am 
damnably in Love with her ; ſhe is under my Protection 


00, and whenever there's Otcaſion, as far as this = 
100% 8 
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ful Body of mine will bear me outin it, I'll defend 
her. | 

1 Man. Do you know her ? 
- Bran. Not ſo well as I would do, Sir. 
1 Man. What's her Name ? 
Beau. A Secret. 
1 Man. She muſt along with me, Lir. 
Beau. No, that muſt not be, Sir. - 

2 Man. This Lady, Sir... | 
Cour. You lie, Sir Hab. IRE) 1 
[Draw and fight. . Porcia runs away /queaking. Cours 

tine diſarms his Adverſary, aud comes up to Beaugard, 
Beau. Stand faſt, Ned. | 
Cour. Hold thy dead- doing Hand, 

Thou Son of Slaughter. 
1 Man. Sir, there may come a time 
Beau. When you'll learn Manners. 
1 Man. And teach em you too. 
Cour. We are well known. g 
1 Man. And ſhall not be forgotten. _ 
Come, Friend. Exeunt two ko 


Beau. Confound em! This ue be a Brother, a 
Kinſman, or a Rival, he p phy'd ſo warmly, 
Correſpondeace with a (8 good: -natur'd Famale, but pre- 
ſently ſome hot-headed Fellow of t of Family pr 15 flows, 
ſmarts as often as t Woman's liebes 

Beau. This heroick Perſon's Siſter, Kinſwo 
tation by his Hetodlag Quarrel)ing for her} od 
he as much Honour, b by be 1 yy 10 r her. 

nekol 

Reputation of a back-fliding Wife or Siſter, it is g very 

projey upd undertaking, doubtleſs. As for Example ; Iam 

N All in good | 

our And nd. being, much 2 Ip Spielt, meeting 

with the Spark that has done me the onour, 7 5 a 


Cour. Tis a hard Caſe, that a — 2 hold civil. 
runs Jorn-med with Jealoufle, and ſancige h 
Miſtreſs, or what-e'er ſhe be an 0, io Uke to get me bl 
Cour, Nay . when or Brothers fight for the 
— 1 vo time Ned; do not be too haſty; 
* deal of reſpect I my my dares! a8, thus 1 
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4 Sir, you Pave doe me the Favour to lie with my 
Wife. _ 
Bean. Very well. 

Cour All IT ley of pm is that you would do your beſt en- 
' deaveur to run me through the Guts to-morrow Morning, an 
it will be the greateſt Satisfaftion in the World. 

Bess. Which the good- natured Whore- maſter ddes 

"decently : fo down falls the Cuckold at Harn. Elin, 

d riſes again next Day at H:/bornin a Ballad. But all 
this while What is become of tie Widow, Ned ? 

"Corr. Faith ſhe has een done very wiſely, I think ks 
tn ar ſhe had ſet us together by the Eats ſhe very fair- 
1y ran for't. 

Beau. A very noblg. Account of our firſt Evening 
Rigerprize. But Poxt on't, take r z And ſince wet 
have loſt this Query, let us &en beat about a * and 
dee what other Game we can meet with. 

Enter Lucrece MH dM. 
K r Vic pen i B. e. Aptre hb! 

. With you'nkgain, _ - Agare 
Whew,” With 4 my Miſtreſo! 
hal, Yer, with you, my Maſter, 

Cur, 1 wonder when 4 the Dbyſi's Name, it will - 

me to wy, turn. 

L Wiög a particulir Friend of yohre, Cipuln, 1 
'uth eomè to 45 8 * world begins to talk very ſcan» 


GBs Lo 
Look, e. 2. W. hei heart, che Worſd's in 'Afs, 
ea common Strampet 1 ſo long «ns ſuch | 
55 75 good -natured Creatures, as thou ſeeme ſt to be, 
tk dar well of me, let the Wötld be hang' d, us it 
ns on drawn'd, if ; N 
Ty bc." -t un let vod Khow tod, Cipma, that ur 
Nigel es rd not 4 cloſely manag'd, but that they 
"wil mort! „ros {he Subject -o al the datyr and: Cn : 
tdttißt in our hold Converſion with atlrig- 
eee Mak, Oloyſters, on una 
Hare a a 11 ait hene un e 
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beating by a couple of plauſible Hectors, that made you 
believe your eſs had Honour enough te be con- 
cerned for. | | ; 
Beau. Really, my little Wolf in 2 Sheep's Fleece. 
this ſounds like very good Do&@rine ; but what Uſe 
muſt I make of it, Child: . | 
Luc. Methinks, Captain, That ſhould not be ſo hard 
to find out; my ſetting upon you in a Mask my ſelf and 
railing at the laſt Woman that did ſo before me, might 
eaſily inform you, I have a certain deſign of trying whoſe 
Heart's hardeſt, yours or mine. | 
Cour. Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhowld'notenter 
the Liſts upon unequal Terms, with that black Armour 
5 your Face, that makes you look as dreadfully as the 
Black Knight in a Romance. | 
Luc. Good Captain, whit's that ſober Gentleman's 
Name ? For certainly I have ſeen him before now, 
Bean. His Name in the Fleſh my pretty one, 1s Cour. 
ttm j a very honeſt Fellow, good-natur'd and - wicked 
enought for thy purpoſe of all Conſcience, ä 
Luc, Courtine ! Bleſs us for ever | Whit, the Man 
that's marry'd ! | 
Cour, The Man that's marry'd-yes, the Man that's 
maury'd, Sdesth, though I be weary on't, I am not 
aſham'd of my Condition, Why the Devil didſt thou 
tell her my Name ? I ſhall never thrive with any Wo- 
man that knows me, The Man that's marry'd 'Zounds, 
I am as ſcandalous as the Man that's to be hang d. 
'Lur. But you' Il never be thought ſo handſome. To 


make few words with: you, Sir, Iam one that mean you 


fairer. play than ſuch an inconſtant, fickle. falſe- hearted 
Wanderer as you deſerves. hes 7, 

Beau. Then why doſt thou conceal *thy (elf ? ' Thoſe 
whoſe Deſigns are fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their 
Faces: Therefore give me leave to tell thee, Lady, if 
thu thinkſt to make uſe of me only to create ſome Jea- 
lodſie in another Woman, T am no Inſtrament, to-bethat 
male oye - no, Tam conſtant, I - but if thou lov'ſt me 

: Luc. \'Have you any mote Doubts that. trouble you? 

Beau. None, by this fweet Body of chine. | 

| | „Lic. 
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Luc. Know then, Sir, it has been my Misforttine to. 
watch you, haunt you, and dog you theſe fix Months: 
being, to my eternal Torment, Jealous of that ravenous 
Kite your Widow, your Widow, Captain: Nay ſince [ 
have confeſt my Weakneſs, know from this Hour I'll de- 
feat.all her Ambuſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to en- 
inare your Heart, till I obtain the Victory of it my ſelf, 
much more my Due, in that I'm not beneath her in 
Heauty, Birth, or Fortune, or indeedin any thing bat her 
Wears, Captain; therefore if you have that Merit the 
_ World reports of you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent 
Adyice.? and ſo fare well, till you hear from me fi 5 
vil. 


Rav, Now may Ido by my Miſtreſſes as the Boys do 
by their Farthings, huſtle them in a Hat together, and 
| tay heads or T'rils for em Hah ! Let me never ſee 

(again, if yondey be not coming towards wthe very 
Raſcal I told thee of this Morning, our faux Atheiſt ; 
now will Tſhow thee as notable a Spirit as ever paſl upon 
the Ignorant World for a fine Perſon, a Philoſopher. 

Frnter Daredevil, | 
What Daredevil, a good Evening to thee: Wy where 
haſt thou been, old Blaſphemy, theſe forty Hours ? I: 
ſhall-never be converted from Chriſtianity, if thou doſt 
not mind thy bue'neſy better 

Dared. Been quoth a ! I have been where I haye balf 
loſt my honeſt Senſes, Man: Would any Body that knows 
me believe, it ? Let me be buryyd alive if the 70 * 6 
the Pariſh I live in have not indicted me for a Papiſt. 

Beau. The Devil ! a Papiſt. 

Dared. Pox on 'em, a Papiſt | when the impudent 
. know, as well as I do, that I have no Raligion 
at . (4 1 | F ' 

Cour, No Religion-Sir } Are you of no Religion? 

Dared, Is he an honeſt Fellow, Beaugard ? - 

Beau, Oh, g very {honeſt Pellow ; thou mayſt truſt 
him with thy Damnation, Ill warrant thee: Anſwer. , 
him, anſwer him. i . 

Dared. I never go to Church, Sir, 

Caur. But what Religion are you of ? 3 

; : area.. 
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Dared. Of the Religion of the Inner Temple, the Com 
mon-Law Religion ; I believe in theLaw, truſt in the 
Law, enjoy what I have by the Law: For if ſuch a Re- 
ligious Gentleman as you are get fifty-Pounds into my 
Debt, I may go to Church and pray till my Heart ales; 
but the Law muſt make you pay me at laſt. 


Cour. "Tis certainly the fear of Hell, and ho + of | 


Happineſs, that makes People live in H 
and Union one towards another. nen 
Dared. Fear of Hell! Hark thee Beavg ard; this Com- 
anion of thine, as Tapprehend, is but a ſore of a ſhal- 
ow Monſter. Fear of Hell 1 No, Sir, 'tis fear of Hang. 


oneſty, Peace, 


ing. Who would not tea], or do Murder every time his. 


Fingers itch at it, were it not for fear of the Gallows ? 
Do not you, with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt as 
often as you ſpeakz break and ermens the Sabbath? 
lie with your Neighbours Wives ? and covet their E. 
ſlates, if they be better than your own ? Yet thoſe things 
are forbid by Religion, as well as ſtealing and cutting 
of Throats are. o, had every Commandment but a 
Gibbet belonging to it, I ſhould not have four King's 
Evidences to.diy ſwear impudently I was a Papiſt, when. 
was never at Maſs yet ſince I was born, nor indeed at 


any other Worſhip theſe twenty Years. 
Cour. Why'then, Sir, between Man and Man, yon 


are really of no Religion? e 
Dared. May be I am, Sir : may be I am not, Sir: 
When you come to know me better, twenty to one but 
you'll. be better ſatisfyed, | | 
Cour, Does your Honour think there may be a Devil? 


Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. 
Cour, Have you a mind to ſee him? 


Dared. I'd go fifty Miles barefoot, to ſee but a Flend 


that belonged to his Family, IF 
DB. That's a damn'd Lie, to m Knowledge: For 


1 ſaw the Rogue ſo ſear'd, that his Hair ſtood upright, 


but at the ſight of a poor black Water Spaniel, that met 


him in the dark once. | 
Cour, What think you of Conſcience ? 


Dared. 
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Dared. I do not think of it at all; Sir i it never trou- 


bles me. +08 it 

Cour. Did you do-a Murder? 

Dared. I won't tell you. 8 

Cour. Thou art the honeſter Fellow for it ; I love « 
friendly Rogue, that can keep ſuch a Secret, at my Heart. 

 Dared, Do you : 

Con. K. ck kat q 

Bean, 80 thab well faldy now we'll to work with 
kim preſently, -Doſt thou hear Deregee//, this honeſt 
Friendofmine is ſomething troubledin Spirit, and wants 
a little way phoſlly Advice in a Point of Difficulty. 

_  Dared, Well and what is't >I hall be civil, and do 
him all the good I can? | | 1 
Den. In ſew words, he's marty'd, plaug'd, troubled. 

and Hag-ridden by the eternally-tormentin Witchcraft 
of a vexatious, jealous Familar, eall'd a Wife. 

Dated, AWie ! that ever any Fellow that has but two 
grains of Brains in his Scull, mould give himſelf the 
trouble to complain of a Wife, ſo long as there is Arſe» 
niek in the World! 


Bean. Nay, it 1e meer ſhame, a ſeatidalous ſhame, 4 


when it is ſe cheap toe. 
Carr, Would you have me Poiſon her? 


Dared. Poiſon her ! ay, what would you de with her 


"elle, If you are weary of her! | 

Cen, Aut if 1 thavid be call'd to a" terrible Account 
for-ſuch a Thing hereafter ? | 

Dared, Hereafter . Croſs my Hand with a Piece 
of Gilven-mo=that is to ſay.— gie me three Pence - 
three Pence my deareſt wo—— }. 1 
Court, Well and: what then Ff | RE, 
Dared. Why, for that inconſiderable Sum N 
'for thee, and bear thee harmleſs for hereafter ; that's 
Beau. Faith ant cheap enough of all Conſcience. 


Cour, This is the Honeſteſt. Acquaintance Lever met 


" withal Beaugard. NED 4 
Beau. Oh, a'very honeſt Fellow, very honeſt, |. 


Cour. Prythee then, Daredevil, if thatbe thy Title, 
ſince we hive ſ happily met this Evening, let us grow - 


moro intimate, and eat and: drink tage cher. Dared 


— _ 


CE 
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Dared. Faith and troth with, all 8 Heart: Pox on 
me, Boy ; but I love Drinking Might ly; and to tell ye. 
the truth on't I am-never ſo well fatisfy'd in my out -· of· 
the-way Principles, as when I am drunk, 8 drunk. 
Drunken neſe Id a great Quieter of the Mind a great 


Soother of the Sprit. "op 1 
Barr, And Mall we bevery free, my Ilttle Atheiſtieal 


disbelleving Dog? wilt thou open thy Heart, and (peak 
* frankly of Matters that ſhall be hamele(s ? 
Dored. Much may be done: I feldom hide my Talent, 
I am no Niggard of my Parts that way. 

Bean. Le tall thee a Secret than, Derederul, we two 
are this Night, for ſome weighty Cohſiderattons, to give 
a Treat to the People of the Dute's 'Thentre, after the 
Play's done, upon their Stage ; we ate to hade the Mu- 
fick too 3 and the Ladies 'tis hop'd will not deny us the 
Favour of thelr für Company. Now my dear ot ay 
2 8982 8 _ if we- Ie our Minds to 
ity an Evening pleaſantly enoug „ 

| Dove, Rot — ith all — Heart: I love the Projett > 
of Treating upon ide Steige extreamly too. But will 
there, will thete be none bf the Poets there ? forme of 
the Poets gte pretty Fellows, very pretty fellows; they 
are moſt ef em my Difeiptes in their {Hearts, aud 
now and then fand up for the Truck manfally, 

Reaw, Much may happen Rut In the gert Plate, iter 
Supper we have reſolved do ſtorm avertain enchanted Cs 
ſtle, Where J apprehend u fair Lady, newly etterd inte 
League with an honeſt Friend of thine, called my fy, 
is kept a Pri“ ner, by 'an old, INnathr'd, fnarfing Dug 
ina Manyer, her Guardian, 'Phon M make one kt 
it, wilt thou not, my little Daredevil! 

Dared. Dam'me We burn the Houſe. -- 


Ou. Dam' e, Sir ?- Do yorknow what you hy ? 
Vou believe no ſuch thing. : ; 
| Dared.'Wids of veurſe, Child, freer Words df eourſtr 
'We uſe in hundred of em in (Converſation, which ate 
indeed but in the natur of expletives;and ſigniſie wo 
ne Damme,” Sir Rot tt Sir; * Onnfobul' me, Sir whit 
* pufpotEn0Faiditthin'Se, Sir; H Sir; dt , = 
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the worſt : For my part, I mo ſpeak what I think; 
no Man can help thinking what he does think: So if I 
K not well, the Fault“ not mine. 
Bean, Diftinguiſh'd like a learned School-Divine. 
Corr, When meet we at the Play. Houſe then? 
Dared, Before the Clock ſtrike Nine. 
Nav. Where well have Muſick, Women, Mirth. 
Dared. and very much good Wine. [Ken 
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ACT in. SCENET. 
Enter Beaugard, Couttine, 4% Daredevil, 


Nen s not this living now 3 Who that knew the. 
Sweets of Liberty, the uneentreuld Delights: 
the Free: man taſtes of, Lord ef hls ewn Hours 

King of his own Pleaſures, ju as Nature meant him firſt ; 

Courted each Minute by all his Appeiltes,. 

Which he indulges like a bounteous Maſter, 

That's ſtill ſapply'd with-varigua full Enjoyments ; 

And no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter. 

Dared. Very well this z this is all but: very well. 

Our. Nay not one Rub, to nf the Courſe 

Of a long rolling, gay, and 'wanton LiſdG. 

Methinks the Image oc it is like a Lawne - 

In a rich flow'ry Vale, its Meaſure long, 

Beautious its Proſpect, and at the End 

A ſhady peaceful Glade, where, when the pleaſant Race 

is over, 

We glide away, andare at reſt for ever. | F 

Boch: Who that knew this, would: let himſelf be a 
ave | 

To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's debauch'd in ? 

Who'd interrupt his needful Hours of Reſt, to riſe and 

yawn in a Shop upon Cornbill? Or what's as bad, make 

a ſneaking Figure in a great Man's Chamber, at-his ri- 


ling ina Morning? Who would play the Rogue,Cheat 
e, 
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Lie. Flatter bribe or Pimp, to raiſe an Blilate for a 
Blockkead of his own begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall 
waſte it it as ſeandaloudly as his Father got it, Or who, 
Cexrtine, would marry to beget ſuch a Blockhead ? 
Co-, No Body but facha Blockhead as my felf, Box, 

ard, that's certains but I will if poſlible, attone for that 

in of mine in the future Courſe of my Life, and grow 
as 2ealous a Libertine as thou wouldit wiſh thy Friend 


to be 
Died. Theſe are Rogues thit pretend to be of a Re- 
ligion now! Well, all that I hy is, Honeſt Achelſm 
for my Money: 
Ben No, grant me while I live the eafle Boing Iam 
at prefent pofteſt of; a kind, fair She, te cool m 
Rlood, and ** my Imiginatten Wichal 3 an hege 
Friend of two, ike thee, Canrtine that I dare truſt my 
'Thoughts to i generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and 
no Dienen and when I atk more of Forrune, let 
her e'en make a Deggar of me, What fayit theu to this, 
Daretevit Ts not (his coming as near thy DoQrine 
ab young Sinner can conveniently 15 
Dared. Nay I have very great Hapes of you, that's my 
Comfort, vt | | | | 
Cour, But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 
8 au. O, Cuurtine, Reputation, Reputation! I am a 


young Spark, and muſt ſtand upon my Credit, Friend; 


the Rogues that cheat all the Week, and ga to Church 
in clean Bands o Sundays, will advance no neceſſary 
Sums upon my Revenyeselſe, when there may be Occa- 
fion: Beſides, I have a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, 
ſerious old Gentlemin call'd a Father. RG 
Dared One that will Drink, Rant. Whare, and Game, 
and is as full of Religion as his Worſbipful Son here. 
Beau. Ha! W N 
Ls Enter Father. | 
Fatb. Very well, very noble, truly Son! This is the 
Care you are pleaſed to take of my Family! Sit up all 
Night, Drink, Whore, ſpend your Eſtate, and give your 
Soul to the Devil a very fine — Hickup — This dyes 
mirgbilis and the old Hock does not agree with my Sto- 
mach. 2 N b 
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Bean. Daredevil, tick to me now, and help me out + 
zt a dead lift, or I am loſt for ever.-Sir I hope my 
dag here, has not done you, nor any Friend of yours 
n nju . | ) 
Feth Injury! No, Sir; 'tis no Injury for you to take 
your {will in Plenty and Voluptuouſneſs Hie 
while your poor Father, Sirrah, muſt be contented to ö 
drink paltry Sack, with „ e old, batter'd Rogues, V 
and be thankful. You mult have your fine jolly young 
Fellows, and bonny buxom, brawny-bum'd Whores, you 
Dag, to revel with, and he hanged to you, muſt you ? 
Sirrah, you Rogue, I ha' loſt all my Money. | 
Bean, Lam ſorry for it, Sir | : | 
Fath, Sorry for it, Sir“ 71, that all 
Dare, If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a (wing- 
ing Doſe of Opium od low upon't ; tis the beſt thing 
5 World for old Gentlemen that have no Money. 
r wilt thou bz good Company wilt thou fit down 
and crack a Battle old Boy; Hah? 
© Fath. Heh ! crack a Bottle ! 
- Dared. Ay, crack a Bottle: What ſayſtthou-to that 
comfortable Propoſition. | 
Cour. Cone Sir, here's your good health, and to 
your better Fortune. Bt | 7 
Fath. A very honeſt Fellow, Fact; Theſe are very 
honei Fellows. what is your Name, Friend? | 
Dared. My Nome is Daredevil, Friend; of the antient 
Family of the Darederiis in the North, that have not 
had a Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, 
Prayers Publick or Private, or Graces at Meals ſince 
the Conqueſt. 3 a 
Fatb. Sir, I have heard much of your Family; it is a 
very antient Honourable Family « and I am glad to find 
my Son h as made choice of fuck a Noble acquintance— 
Sir my Service to you l proteſt a Cup of very pret- 
ty. Claret, very pretty Claret. 

M And he has top'd it off as prettily, I'll fay that 
r him, | 720 
Fath.. Joel, I have loſt all my Money, Fack: 

Sean. Haye you been robb'd, Sir? 


F 405. L 
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Fath. Robb'd, Sir! No, Mr. Sauc y-face, I ha' not 
been robb,d, Sir, but I ha' been nick, Sir, and that's - 
as bad, Ts You are a worthy Perſon, and I'll make 


you u my Judge 
Come aſong then. 

Foth. The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four; 1 
had juſt thirty Pound upon it, and my laſt Stake: The 
Caſter threw, nothing came of it; I chenged his Dice 
he threw again, to as little purpoſe « as before. 

Dared. Very ftrange, tru 

Fath, I chang'd, his Dice again, he threw : again : 80 
he threw, and I chang'd z and 1chang'd, and he threw - 
for at leaſt half an Hour till at laſt — Do you mark | 
me ) the Dice powd'ring out of the Box, «m——_— 

ed That's plain, 

Fatb. One of them trips againſt the Foot ofa Candle» - 
ſtick, and up comes two Deuees, two Deuces. Sir, do 

you hear? And fo I loſt my Money, No, Sir I was not 


rob'd, Sir ; but I loſt it upon two Deuces; and that 


was ſo hard Fortune, that I'll hold you or any Mah 
living fifty Pound to ten, that he does not throw: two * 
Deuces before Seven again. 

Dared. Two Deuces afore Seven! Two Deuces are 
not to be thrown, Sir, not to be thrown. 
Beau. I am glad to hear you are ſo rich, Sir. 


Fatb. Rich, quoth @* ! Prythee be quiet, I am not 


worth a Shilling, Min, But, Sir, here you afe a Lord at . 
large, enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, ſit up all Night 
in the fatlneſs of 'Iniquity, with worthy Eſquire Dare- 
devil of the North here, with a Pox to you ; whilſt I muſt 
be kept without a Shilling in my Pocket.— But, Sir,— 

Bean. Sir, I ſent you a hundred Pound yeſterday | 
Morni 


loſt it all: What then ? 

Beau, Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall I make one Pro- 
poſition to yu? 

Fath. Heh! Wich all my Heart. Look you, pos \ 


boy, I am not — thy taking thy moderate Diver 
ens fo long «8 I ſee — good Company, _— 
art. 


Fab. Well, Sirrah, and I have had ill Luck, and * 
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But—ſneak what Ready- money thou haſt into my Hand, 

and ſend me the reſt of V other hundred to my Lodging. 
Das. Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two 

Duces are thrown before ſeven, I muſt advance a hun- 

dred Pound to make the Devi “, Bones rattle, Sir? 
Fath, Sirrah, you are a Rebel; and I could find in my 

Heart to cut your Throat, Sir, you are a Father! 
Dara. No, Sir. 

Fith, No, Sir. ' | 

Dared. No, Sir ; I broke his Heart long ago, before 
I eame ta be at Years of Diſcretion : I hate all Fathers, 
and always | did, 5 

Fath. O Lord! Hark you, what's that Fellow's Pro» 
feſſion . 10 | | | 

Court. Oh, an Athieſt, Sir; he believes neither Vod 
nor the Devil. 1 | 

Fath, 'Sbud, I'll buſtle up to him. Are you an 
Athieſt, Fellow? hoh? 
Dared. Ves, Sir, Lam an Atheiſt. 

Fab. And what think you will become of you when 
you die? hoh? 1 | 

Dared. I ſhall be buried fix Foot under Ground, to 
Peevent ſtinking, and there grow cotten. fy 

Fith, Oh Lord! 

Dared. If I chance to be hang'd, being a Juſty Sinewy 
Fellow, the Corporation of Barber-Chirurgions, may be 
beg me for an Anattomy, to ſet up in their Hall. I dowt 
take much care of my ſelf while I am living; and when 
Lam dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me. 

-Fath. No more to be ſaid ; my Son's ina very hopeful 
way to be damn'd, that's one Comfort. Impudent Rogue! 
You keep Company with the Devil's Reſident!» You con- 
verſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your Father a 
little dirty Money ! Fogh, Poltraon | 

Beau. This is very hard, Sir bat if ten Guineas will 
da you any Service ; 

Beau. Ten Guineas ? Let me ſee; ten Guineas are a 
pretty little pidling Sum, that's the Truth on' ! but what 
will it do Facky-boy? Serve, may be, to play at Ticks 
tack in an Alternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or i 1 
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but when will that recover my Hundred again? Ten 
Guineas | Pox o'thy Ten Guiners,—Wel] let me ſee 
the Ten Guineas though, — let me ſee them alittle— 
Pa * Facky Fack, - Vou ha' drunk damnable 
hard to-n hr you Rogue: — are a drunken Dog, I be- 
live.<— flank ou hid a Whore too, Jacky z --- 
C QC nn You'l get the Pox Sirrah, and then — But 
if thou doeſt, I know a very able Fellow, an old Ac- 
quaintance of mine Ten Guinea's Jacky | 
Beau. There they are, Sir; and long may they laſt you, 
Fath. Make *em Twenty Fackey rogue; — you —_— 
cheek'd, Merry-ey'd Rogue, make em twenty make 
em fiſteen then.—7acty- boy, Facky, Facky. Do faith. 
Beau. Upon my Duty, you have ſtrip'd me, Sir. 
Fath. Then you hear, Friend, yo Atheiſt, that are 
ſo free of your Soul ? let us ſee if you dare venture u 
little of your Money now— Come [ Dratos oui a Box and 
Dice] Seven's the Main: T'll hold you ten Pounds to 
two, two Deuces does not come befote Seven, £ 
Beau. At him Daredevil; Beggar him once more, 
and we ſhall be rid of him. 
Dared. Done, Sir, done; down with your Money. 
Fath. Here you blaſphemous Dog,. Doſt thou 
love Hazard; 
Dared. Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 
Fatb. I love thee the better fort: Come along Seven 
Dared. Right. | | 
Fath. Seven, [ Throzws ttoo Deauces 
Dared. Two Deuces !. Vou ha' loſt, Sir. 
Fath. Dam'me Sir, lay your hand upon my Mony! 
Dared. Dam'me Sir, tis my Mony: I won it fairly 
Bead. Now Courtine, now 
Cour. Now look to't, Atheiſt ! 
Fath Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat, 
T ſweep the yellow Scoundrels, and draw my Sword in 
witneſs they're my own. 1 
Dared, Nay then 11!k;ꝛ4 | 
Cour. Hold, Sirs; no drawing Swords, no 1 ling 
Dared, I am glad on't, with all my Heart. for 
though | am not much afraid of the Devil, I hate a 
«drawn Sword mortally, Beau, 


— — ow. . . . —— ũà,——— — — 


0 
ö 
ö 
! 
| 
: 


6 ' The ATHEIST: Or, 
Brau. God Sir | 


Fath, Stand off. Dogs, Atheiſts win my Money ſh 


_ aſcal »— Good morrow, | 

Beau, Till next time to Deuces come before Seven; 
and then Iam ſure to ſee or hear from you again infallibly. 

Cour. How doſt thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, 
extravant, old Father of thine, Beaugard ? 

Beau. I hope to find him run ſo Fe in Debt within 
this Fortnight, that to avoid the Calamity, he ſhall be 
forced to compound with me for his Freedom, and be 

contended with a comfortable Annuity in the Country: 
that's all my hopes of him. 3 ä 
Cour. Which he'Il ſell in one Quarter of a Year, and 
return to old London again, for t'other Game at hazard. 
Beau. No, like a wiſe Guardian, I'll take care of the 
contrary, lay it too far out of his reach, and tie it too faſt 
for him. Why how now, Daredevil? What, in the 
Pumps ? Tis an unruly old Gentleman, but yet he has 
{ome Religion on him, Daredevil. 
arad. Yes Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. 
"Tis well he was your Father, Six, 
Cour. Why? 3 
Dared. Had he heen my own, by theſe Hilts I would 
have ſawed his old Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. 
Rob me of my Right! | 

Cour. Does he love Fighting fo well then ? I thought 
moſt of your Atheiſts had not much car'd for that imper- 
' tinent Exerciſe. 

Dared, "Tis a little impertinent, that I'll grant you, 
for honeſt Fellows to fall out, ſhuabble, and cut one a- 
| ag Throats, to ſpoil good Company: But when 

y Hoxout's LD JU r CCl ene 

Bear. 'Vhen, I know, thou art implacable. But for 
a fooliſh trifling Sum of Money " 
Dared. Traſh, "I'raſh, Dunghil, and Filthineſs !I give 
ft away to my Wenches and my Servants ; we part with 
it to every Body, upon all Occaſions, He that values 
Money, deſerves never to have the Benefit of it - 

Ba. Avery noble Fragment of Philoſophy. But Cœvr- 
tine, the Morning is new riſen again, and I have ues 
ten- 
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Intelligence this Night, by a certain Minifter I keep for 
ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtreſſed Widow js held, 
in Durance i If thou, thinkeſt there may be any Hopes 
for thee upon the Coaſt. J am bound for, let us embar- 
que together, and gobd Luck attend. ys. | 

Cour. No, I have other Projects o“ foot . Marrlagg 
has crack'd my Credit ſo, that no body that knows my 
Condition cares to dwell with me. Therefore Jam re- 
ſolved to ſet out for new Diſcoveries, and try how I can 
thrive where my Name's à Stranger. | 

Beau. What, this Morning! 

Cour. This very Morning: Fortified with Baur draws 
as I am, will J iſſue forth ; and let all ſtraggling Wives, 
"Widows, and Virgins have a care of their 7 

eau, Nobly reſolved, and good Fortune guide thee 
Thou Daredevil, wilt not part with me: chou art more 
a Friend than to leave thy Diſcipie, when there is good 
ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward, May be we may 
do a Murder before we part ; ſorpething that is very 
wicked we'll not fail of. | 

Dared. With all my Heart, let us fire a Houſe or 
two, poiſon a Conſtable and all his Watch, raviſh fix 
.Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle, 

Beau. Shall we do all this ? 

Dared. Doit! I will doit. 

Beau. Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity. 
Enter Footman. 

Fest. Sir. Captain Beaugard, = 

Nia. With me, Friend y 

Fooim, Sir. there is a Mask'd Lady, in a Chalr, at the 
Corner of the Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 

Bean, Lell her I'm her Vaſlel, and will wait on her 
this Moment, Ceurtine, good morrow, 

Cour, Gone already ? 

Reau. Trading come in, Friend, and I muſt mind my 
Calling that's il Alions, Daredevil, | 
Dared. Friend farewel to thee, if either of us are run 
through the Lungs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet 
4055 let us hear from one another out of the lower 

ord, how matters go there, and what Enteitainment 
they give us. Cour, 
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8 Cour. You ſhall find me a very civil Correſpondant. 

r. | 

Dared, Farewel, 

Cour. The fame * Wiſh to ybu, Sir. Now will 

I out into the middle of the Street, play at Blind mans- 

* by my ſelf, turn three times round, and catch who 
can, 

SCENE changes to the Street, Enter Beaugard 

and Daredevil, | 

Bean, This ſhonld be the Place, and yet 1fee no Chair 

Dared. Then let us fall to Miſchief, 

Beau. Pr'ythee a little Patience, tho' it be a Virtue, 
dear Tempation. 

Enter anther Footman. 

Futm. Sir, is your Name Captain Beaugard ? 
Beau. Yes, my dear Mercury, Tam the happy Man. 

Fortm, Then Sir this Letter is for you. 

Bean. Stay till I read it, Friend. 

Footm, Sir, it requires no Anſwer, 

Beau, What Jilt's Trick 061. y, — 
meet us with your Swords in your Handi this Morning behind 
the Corner Hon/e . By my Stars, a Challenge from 
the termagant Sparks tht fell upon us laſt Night, Why, 
what a deal of Love and Honour have J upon my Hands 
now ? Daredevil, thou canſt fight? 

Dared, Why, is there any occafion ? 


Beat. Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all. See. 


there's a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou haſt any Stomack to't 


Dared, Idle Rogues, Raſcals, Hectors ! Never mind 


'em 4 hang em, theſeare ſome hungry Varlets that Want 
Dinners 1 let us break the next Window:, and never 


think ont, 
Finter fix Nu ant. 
1 Riff, Theſe are our Quarry 4 be ſure we ſelze em 
beth I: the Coach ready ! 
2 Riff. At the next Corner, 
1 Riff, Fall on then; Sir, you are our Priſoner, 


Bean, Villains! Rogues ! Thieves | Murder! Thieves! 


Raſeals, you'll not murder me; 
t Rf, Nay, Sir. no tivile, no ſtrugling, as you ten, 
det your Baſety. 


t 


«ta r G 
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> Bras. Daredevil, Dog, Coward; draw thy Sword am 
dgement for 


re ſcue me. 
Dared. I am terrify'd, amaz'd zſome fu 
my Sins is fallen upon me 3 alas, Lam in bonds too £ 
ave mercy on my Soul, and dom t flay me Gentlemen. 
Beau, Damnation I Blinded 1 Raſcals, Villians, Ruf- 
fians ! Murder! | 
Dared, Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will. become 


of thee ! | LTxeunt. 
Enter Theodore and Gratlan-. 

Theoed, This Generoſity makes good. thy Character. 
Thou that art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend, 
How fhall I deſerve this from thee ?. 
 Grat. I ſhould be unjuſt, both to my ſelf, and the dear 
Memory of thy Noble Brother, whoſe Friendſhip was 
ſo dear to me, ſhould my true Sword be idlein th 
Cauſe. Beſides, the Love which I profeſs to Porcia, tells 
me a Rival muſt not tamely carry her. 

Theod. She is thy Right: my dying Brother, her ſoon- 
forgotten Husband, | 
But thy remember'd Friend, with his laſt Breath thus told 
me; I have a Friend. Gratian, the Man my Heart. 

Has cheriſh'd moſt ; we from our Youth. were Rivals 
For my dear Porcie Tell him if 1 I die, 

1 left her to him, as the deareſt Legacy | 

T could bequeath Bid him be tender of het, 
For ſhe'll deſerve it from him. Would ſhe did. 

Grat, H n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite of her 
Scorn, to love her to Madneſs { nor hall this Man of 
War this French bred Hero, win her with nothing but 
his Cap and Feather : I wonder he's not come yet. 

lead. | have heard the Man Js Gallant 3 but fn 
honelly as thou aft my Friend, I wiſh thou wouldit 
hear good Counſel. | 

(rat. Thine mult be Noble. | 

Theed, I'd have thee think no more of this proud Women 

Grat. I wiſh 'twere poſſible. | 

Theed. Their Sex is Une groſs Cheaty their only Study 
How to deceive, betrays and ruln Man ' 

They have it by Tradition from their Mothete, 
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Which . improve each Day, and grow more ex uiſito 
Their Painting, Patching, all has Chamber- arts, \ 
And publick Affectationb, are but Tricks 

10 draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 

Grat. Would this could cure mine. | 
_ Thead, When we'er caught faſt, tis then they ew 
their 'Natares,. 

prov egy proud, tovex the Wretch they've conquer'd 

Tho' the ſame Hour they glance abroad 21 new Ones. 

Let but a Woman know you're once her Slave, 

» Give" her once Teſtimony that you love her. | 
Shell always be thy Torment; jilt, deſign, 
And profil Ends upon thy honeſt Nature; 

So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. 
SGrat. cut let a Foo] ooo 
Thee, Oh give 'em but a Fool, 
A ſenſeleſs, noifie, gay, bold brillling Blockhead, 
A Raſcal with 4 Feather, and Ctavat-ſtring, 
No Brains in his Head: a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prithe, dance, liſpy of lie wage much, 
They're loſt for ever t 'They'll give all they have 
To Fools, of for em 
OH, Hut, m * Friend, this oe 
Grant Peri this and more, as ſhe's the Rell 
The | dear Brother, and my valu'd Friend, 
1 


ury ſhe brin "gp upan thy Honour 
uſt 100 be flighted j and that's my Cauſe now 


Theod, There thou oferebm'lt me : Still bur Men of 


Mettle, 
Dow! their Time wes the Day gr ow! late ; let's walk 


own by yon“ Wall ; may be they have miſs'd the Place: 
efldes, I finey Compal js coming this way, and we 


may be prevented, 
Methinks 1 would not ſoſe fs fine & Morning, and 40 


nothing: 
G4 Nof I [ rei. 
Enter Bylvis and Fraererla, 
fe. Oh Hertie, was the Pangs of Jealoufiey eurit 


Jeg lasse, that braughr me hither, 
15 Where lodg's you then laft Night ! 


Hu. 
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 $y/v. Here, in this Houle, my Couſm Porcia's Houſe: 


J met her late laſt Night, * as I alighted, harat d with 
my journey, and the cauſe of it: Had the not took pity 
of me; Heaven knows how my Perplexities would ave 
diſpoſed me „ Ts 12 
Luc. What, in this Houſe ? — 
$y/:1. Here, in this very Houſe. — 
Luc. I'm glad I know it; I'll take fach care. it Haff 
not be long a Secret. 1 
Sy/v. The Gaiden opening thus upon the Fields, in- 
vited me to take the Morning · air here; for Sleep's a Gueſt 
that Nays but little with me. Why ſigheſt thow Lacrece ® 
Luc. 'm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould 
chuſe this Reſidence. | 
Sy/v. "Tis for a Lover Lucrece ; Phang r hep, 
a Friend and lewd Companion of my falſe Hizband's, 
Lac. I know him but too well. 11 
5. Why doſt thou love him, | x4 
Lne, $0 much, that J can neither eat, drink nor fleep 
in peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him, 
Marriage, Lyerece, Marriage 4 "twill be thy Bang, and 
rn thee for ever, Marriage ſpoils Faces 4 How 1 look 
with Marriage | | 
laut IT ee ng Change, | 
G, No Change | I have not ſlept fix Nights In pence 


fines the eurſt Day I wedded, hs 
© bulp ; 


Ene Will then a Husband ſpall ones 75 

$y/e, A Hughand's, Lace, Nhe his Wed ding-Cletk 
Worn gay a Week; but then he throws em off. | 
And with 'em tyo the Lover : Chen his Days 
Grow pay abroad and his Nights ditll at hots 


He lyes whole Months by thy poof ep. Side 
e | 14. 


Heavy and uſeſefs, entities falnt and loth t5 
Turnen ab66t getunte (ores: and that's 4 
Gut: T4 Hertin, fuchs one 


Pb. tf - 4 
8/6: Fis pain ts 4611 thes the Life | lead with him: 
He's ealder by MR, than Adamant e Fire j but let him 
laafs 4mang my Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never 
was feen fa termsgant a Tawner He laveia aalen 4 
'' : 
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fed, fulſome Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my Arm 
ae hin to. To be deſpis d at that rate, neu 
males me even curſe the Chance that made me Woman: 
Would Thad been an) Creature elſe See yonder, yon- 
der he comes : Lys 4 Mask, thy Mask, dear Lucreee. 
Luc. Farewel ; I'll away, and leave you fairly both 
together, . | 1 4 Exit. 
| Dsater Courtine. 

Cour. Tout fly thy Ground, faint Soldier ! How, 
another ! Nay fhan 'twas nobly done ; two to one had 
been odds "q Had it not 1 ** one? : 

f 


. Why Who are you, $i E 
Corr, Ev'h a Wandring Knight that have forſaken 
My Caſtle in the Country, and am come up to Town 

Proferment truly, 
| oy: Ard ene would think 6 proper, lufty, « well- 

made Fellow as you are ſhould not be long. out 6f 
Employment- i 
Jy of; Doft thou know me, my Deareſt ? 
„No. | 
Oh Then I am ſure thou eanſt have no Exception 
againſt me. 
8ytv, But ſuppoſe I had a Mind to a little farther Ac- 
quaintance with you; what then, Sirf. 

Corr, Why then thou may'ſt rea ſonably ſuppoſe that 
Fil make no evil Uſe of thy good Inclinations ; Faith 
there are very pretty Gardens hereabouts, let us com- 
mit s Freſpafs for once, break Into one of um, and toll 
* x Coamonile- Bank or this Morning: 

8y/v. Oh Lerd, Bir ! 

wr he's coming already. 

Mu, If I fhould let you make 1d vantage of my weak- 
neſs now, you would be falſe afterwards, forſake me, 
and break my Heart, 

Deus. Pretty Feot! What Innocent Beruples ſhe makes! 
$5/v. Have you no other Miſtreſs already ? have you 

no Engagements that will return hereafter upon your 

Heart to my r 34 | | 

+ Cour. Shall Iſwear! | 

_ ©» Syls. But han't you truly? e lee 
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Cour. If I have, may that blue Mountain over our 
Heads there, fall down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad. 
y. To ſhew Ay cory » rhat· I derſerve your Faith 
our, What wilt thou ſhew me? 1 n 
Sy/v. A Face which Iam not aſham'd of, though you'll 
perhaps be ſcandaliz'd when you ſee it. OY 
Cour. The Deyil.take me if I am though, ſo it prove 
not very horrible indeed. | 2 
Sy, What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one 66 
you look'd:for ? | | 
uy oy 2 —— 7. "ry N 
V. Ves, thy un | $ | 4 4 
Thou falſe A.oelltul, wa fy ſhameleſs Wretelhy- | 
W | F —4 oe thee? 5 
5, FOX confound er- 
[Taber en 4 Book and fallt a Readings 
y, Is this the recompenee of all my Love? 
Did I beſtow my Fortune on thy Wants | 
Humble my. (elf to be thy Dove-like Wife / 
And this is all I'm worth ? þ | 
Cow, Wealth is a great 1 bg 
Pro vocative to am'rous Heat [Mt 
For what is worth in any thing 
*. ſo much Money as 'twill bring ? 
dibras, Part = econd, Carte the Firt 
$yfv. Patience direct me | hive 1 wrought my Nature 
To utmoſt Sufference, and moſt low Contentment, 
get my poo! heatt 10 cares ! have Theen ble 
With Children by thee i ts be left with corn, 
Q:f off, neglected, and abandon'd vilely ? "On, 
8peak is * _=— hard U age 


Cor Unp 
H. Umph ! what's Umph ! : 
HP, Umph, that's J, Child j Umph 10 J, J, J, my 


Dear. | 
Oy + Death! Death and Terments ! Cut my wretchs 
ed Throat, don't treat mg thus ; By H — hear't 
no longer, | 
Cour, No more. 


$y/v. k .have done Sir. 


o 


C $; Caan. 
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Ces, What do ou at Lindon ?£on 
/v. Is it'a fault to follow what Fam ſond of ? 


ur. Cun't 1 enjoy 1 or yr take my Freedoms, 
hut you muſt come, an 


12 Ar forgive m. 
our. Where did you lodge laſt Night; 
$y/v, Here with a Kinſwoman, ' 
May be you know her not 4 her Name bs Porc/a, 
our. Death | Beawgard's Widdow | now I am finely 
fitted, What, at this Houſe, 
yuv, This very Houſe; that Door 
Opens Into the Garden, let us walk there z 
on't you go with me, Corning f 
Cour, No, 
, Prythee do Love. 
Don't be thus cruel to me. 
Cour, THY N one thing, þ 
And may d Nature ſhall be wrought upon. 
ws le 1 grant th hee any tiring ſpeak try m? Obedience 
Then promiſe me, that during your Abode 
10 W. this ſweet own, whith ! love very dearly, 
That let me ramble, ſteer what courſe I will, 
Keep what late Hours, and av I pleaſe employ 'm, 
hat'y ou ' II be AN an humble, civil Doxy, 
nd try into nc Secret to diſtrub me, 
2 Weſl, tis granted. b 
. On then J be dutl ful. 
$y/v. Enter you firſt 
or. No-! 
$y/v. Oh, then you'l1 forſuke me; 
You ſeel but opportunity again to leave me, 
Caur. Well, ſince J am trapt thus, 
Like'a Poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, 


Ten is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound. [ Zxeumt 


Enter Theodoret, Gratian and Lucretia. 
rod. What, in this Houſe ? 
Luc, Here, in this very Houſe; 
My Couſin _ Courtine's jealous Wife, 


Coming to Town, lodg'd with her here laſt Night, 
T 


| I the high- beton d Diſh, 
vith your infipid whining & ſenſeleſs Jeatouke? 


— 


4 
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bend. No more. I gueſs the cauſe we're diſappointed 
No thou go, Gratian, muſter what Friends tis poſſible; - 
I'll try my Intereſt too; we! II ſtorm your Fortveſs, - 
Enchanted Lady, though your Giant guard it. 


SE CN E changer to the Inſds of a vory fol 
Houſe, adorm d with rich Furniture and Lights." 


Enter Ruffiant, with Beaugard and Daredevil, 1 
Beau, Dogs | Raſcals! Villains! how do you intend | 


4% deal with us? 
1 Ru Much better then your Lan 


# 


vage has der 
r, | T7 Hp wnbind mM, 
Beau. Birs, for this Noble Uſage, had I 4 Sword or 
Piſtol about me, I would reward ye moſt — 
[ They all bow and withdraws. 
A Plague of your Civility | Where the Devil are we ? 
Dar. Where are we, quotha] why, We are in 3 
Palace, Man, Pr'ythee look about thee a little. | 
Beau, By H. 1 here's a Paradiſe 4 hark Daredevil ! 
Muſick tool 4 
Dared. III bt hang'd if tis not a biwdy Danelng. 
School ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning a 
private Ballum raucum, have pitch'd upon our two pro- 
r Perſons for the buſineſs ; we are like to have a 
winging time on't Beaugard. ; 
Beau, A Plague o“ your Cowardiſe ! you are whin- 
q 7g 0nd praying juſt now, and be. 2 to you. 
Darod. I = ing ! Pr'ythee be quiet Man, I never 
ed in my ifs, nor ever will pray ? Praying quotha I that 
is.a merry.Jeſt with all my Heart. A 
Bea Impudent Po/troon / he ſaid two dozen of Pa- 
rerno/ters within this half Hour, and every jolt the 
Coach gave was afraid the Devil would have torn him 


to pieces, 


Dared. Odd, I like this Contrivance very well 
Look, Beaugard, what comes yonder ? *sheart, two De 
vile in Petticoats, how 85 Guts ſhrink rt” 

WP! _= 5.5: oy # 
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Ester two Blat Women. 

Bray, Heyday / Lady Blackamores / nay than we are 
certainly enchanted. What are you two, Maids of Ho- 
nour to the Queen of Pomenley ? and is this one of her 
Palaces ? Not a Word. :hh! 

Dared. How I long now to be familiar with one of 
thoſe Sooty-fac'd Harlots / I would beget a chopping 
Black Son of a Whore upon her, in defiance to the 
Prince of Darkneſs. - "2 | 
| 5 Euter a Dwar/. 

Beau. What, another too of the ſame Camplexion 2? 
this muſt be her Majeſty's Page. F 

Dared. A Pimp, I'll warrant him; he's ſo ny 
pert, and dapper, the Rogue looks as if he could inſi- 
nitate himſelf, through a hole. | | 
Droarf, Weleome thou beſt-love'd Man of the fair World 

Brav, Well Sir, and what's the Service you have ia 
order to command me ? 

Dwarf. My. Orders are to lead you to repoſe In à rich 

Bed prepared for Reſt and Lose. 

Dad I ſald it was a Pimp j; what a ſmooth-tongu'd 
Mittle Raſcal *ris/ | 

Brau. A very pretty fort of an Amuſement this ; But 
-prithee young Domine, why to Bed ? tis but now Day, 
and the Sun newly riſen ; for I have not been a bed all 
Night my little Monſter ;I know howthe time go's Child 
7 — Such are ou Orders 2 —— I ſerve. 
For you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 

1 fe} Yan e 
— Drawn by wing d Horſes through the untract 


[Beau A Pox upon thee far alittle, black, lying well- 
SaſtcuftedRaſcal.; but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the Place 
and :my laſt Nights Fatigue requires it, II accept of 
che: Offer, and diſpenſe with an Hour or two of Sleep, 

eo fit. me⸗for better Exerciſe when I wake again. 


_ [Sits down in a Chair to be unareft. 


I !Dar2d. Prawn by wing'd Horſes through the Air, ſaid 
he 7-if this ſhould be true now, what would become of us 
Methough 
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Methought Indeed the Coach whew'd away a little 
faſter than ordinary. | 
[,Hbile Beaugard i wndreffing the two Black Women dance. 
Beau, A very notable Entertainment truly, and your 
| Vttle Black Ladyſhips have tript it moſt feat iy. 
| [The Nimes advance toward: him, 
What, and muſt you take Charge of me now /o——With 
al my Heart. Daredevil, farewel to thee z but that I am 
in hopes of a better, Id invite thee for a Bedfellow. 
. [| Women lead in Beaugard. 
Dated, Bedfellow, quothi F would L were a bed with 
any Bedfellow that I was fure had. but Fleſh and, Bones 
about him. 
Dwarf, Come, Sir, you are wy 


you a I 5 
Dared, I hope your little Tmpſhip wil be civil to mei 
Pray, Sir, What. Place is this z 
i 


arf. A Chryſtal Caſtle hullt by Knchantment In 
Land unknown to any but , the'Falr Ons that Com- 
mands it ; The Spirits of the Alr keep guard about it, 


and all obey her. Charms, | 
, Oh Lord! and what Religion Is the Lady 
[4] * 


Dwarf. That's a Secret, you'll know more hereafter. 
Dared, Lead on then: Now in the lower World, 
whence I come lately, were this known,, 


| How would the Fate in Ballad be lamented. 
| Of Daredevil be. Atheif, that's Enchanted; 


WT — — —— — 


| ACT I. SCENE Lt: 
Enter Gratian and Theodoret 0 * 


Grat: PH ESG E are Men of Honour now T 
3 never knew a bluſtering, roaring, ;fwaſhing 
Spark. that, at the bottom, was for- 2 7 
„Wend. Vour faux Braves + nel ri 1 more 
Courage than ordinary; a5 your beggarly halfGen 


tlemen 
always 


* 


Lang Ap. * 


: 8 But. to lye concealed in private in the Houſe 
wich her! | 
Dead. Dam“ her, ſhe's a Proftitute 5 has given her 
ſelf already to his Arms. 5 
Ort. Yet III warrant you, ſhe has an Excuſe for 
that too, if it be ſo i as, Alas! you know, Woman is 
but a weak Veſſel, 

Theod. A Pox of the weakneſs of her Veſſel ! Dam* 


Fe It was an odd: old Fellow, 
th. Was he certainly Beaugard's 


Gru. I hope hef]l be as as his Word with us. 
rod. It will not be ami it prove ſo. See here 
e e Zute- Father and Fourmine. 

"Path. You lie, you Dog 8 you 1 Varlet, you 
tie, Do not I know that he ſat up all Night with 2 
Conſort of Whore-maſters and Harlots ; and have you 
the Impudence to tell me he is not at Home; Do not 
FE know; you Villain, that after a Debauch, he will out- 
more a Fleerftrecr Conftable and all his Watch, for fix 
Adurs and dare you tell me, he is not at home, you 
2 jr 7 5; - £ [ 

aur. Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, 
Ideal fincerely and honeſtly with you 
Fatb. Ng more to be ſaĩd ut, Sirrah; do you take 


Notice in his Behalf, and tell him, he-ſhall pay for this: 


pay for it, do jou hear you Mongril ? Fob me of with 
ten ſtinkitg Buineas, when I had oſt a hundred!-Fiends 
and Furies, IH not bear it. Good Morrow little 
Thunder - bolts ! What ſay you, my tiny brace of Blunder- 


Hufes 


* r 
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buſſes ? can I be ſerviceable; hall We about the 
neſs while it is practicable ? hah | 
bend. Have you confider'd of it throughly, Sir ? * 
Fath, Trouble thy head no farther? T'll do't, my 
Darling. | | 122 | 
The Have you conſider'd, Sir, that ſhe'is your ' 
Son's Miſtreſs ? We 
Fauth. So much the better flill ? I'll ſwinge her the 
ſtoutlier for alienating his Affections from his natural 
Father. - | | | ET...” * * 
Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too there ia 


her Defence, Sir. | 


. Fath. Still better and better, and better for that very 
reaſon 3 for I would ſwinge him too with much fathers 
1y Diſcipline, and teach him the Duty which a Son, 
with a great deal of Money, owes an honeſt old Daddy 
that has none. | 

Theod. Very piouſly refolv4d, this; that“ the Trut 
on't. But Sir, I would have you Satisfyed into the 
Bargain, that this will be no trifling matter, No Boys 
Play, old Tilbury. 5 25 1 

ach. Boys Play, Sir? I can fight, Sir: Though 1 
am an old Fellow, I have a Fox by my fide here, that 
will ſnarl upon. Occaſion, Boys Play ! I don't under- © 
ſtand your Boys, play Sir——_ - _ 

Thead. I would not have you take my Plainneſs ill, 
Sir: I only hinted it, to deal wich you according to an 
old faſhion of Sincerity,-which I profeſs : Sir, I hope 
you are not offended at it. | 

Fath. Then, to reQifie all Miſtakes, let us fairly 


| Have a Breakfaſt, Bor Momento. I have a ſort of gnawing 


Courage, that when it is provok'd, always gives me a 
Stomach to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle, I hate 
to be run through the Guts, with nothing in em ta 
keep the Wind out. | 

Grat. Very well propos'd, I think; for we have 
more Friends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here, 
where we intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a bon- 
ny Bottle or two, and then about it as clicerfully as 
We Call. | r 
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Tath. Very well ſaid, that: This is a pretty Fellow, 
Ten wartant him. Now, if my Rebel be run through the 
"KfadriF in this Buſineſs, l am the next: Heir at Law, 
and the two thouſand Pounds a Year is my own, declare. 
Dome along my little Spit · Ares. 

Nous allons.” 

Brave /trippons | 

| Vun ſcauoir au nous allo 
Six Bumpers in a Hand to him that drills the firſt Whore 
8 err ng Guts. 

rut. We'll pled = it heartily, Sir. 

Faak. You are bo wy honeſt Bo 2 my beſt Children, 
-march long then bravely and boldly. I muſt bor: 
v0 Money of theſe Fellows before. part with 'em, 


| «aus allans, Brave frigpane. {Excunt 


Emer Courtine. » 
uur. Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an un- 
2 Phlegmatick, cold, inſipit Wife / By this good 

ſhe has kissed me till I am downright ſick ;1 
Home had ſo much of her, that I ſhall have no Stomach 
to che Sex again this Fornight. 
Unter Sylvia. | 
"8527. My Deareſt, pray my Deareſt, don't thus leave. 
Ine; By this kind Kiſs I 'beg it. 
Cr. Oh, the Devil - | 
Sytv. Look kindly on me ; ſpeak to me 
Car. Hague intoler able? 
Syto. Indeed my Dear, I love you. with fuch-Fond- 
» neſs Pray fpeak. 
Cor. I cannot. 
Sy. Why ? ant you well? 
Cour. Ob, there's a ſudden Faintneſs comes over my 
 pieits! Oh/A'mwveryſick! Leave me, if thou lov't me 
and eff, and give me Air; I die elſe. Ohh! 
52 2 — — — again. 
aur +I a i Þ1Lmot be-Mtified / Mu / 
_—_ { Murder 4 — N 
- Sail lknaterdPyrantt 
ar; Good-natar'd * 


- 
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$ Come near me, 'Husband. 

. Came not near me, Wife. How I — — 

Sy lv. You muſt be kind; indeed, my dear, you mul 
our. Indeed, my dear, by your good Leave, 1 
Ha not. Damnation. 

'$y/v. Von long to be rid of me again. 

Gn, That I do moſt mightily ; but how to bring is 
about, if I know, I am a — ooo Oh! Oh! 

Sy/v. What's the matte, Deavee ? | 
| 2 — „„Oh, L am fick again of the ſudden ! Give. we 
- the Chair there : Oh ! my Heart beats, and my . Head 
„ gck indeed! if 

Syltv. Alas, I fear y'are-very ſick indee if my-poor 
Lan ſhould die, i 1 be come of me! 

Cour. A Plague o' your whining ! Would Lwere well 
out of the Houſe once! 

Sy/s. Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareft 
Love, my Joy? Speak to me; ſhall I ne 

Cour. Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel, [Exit &ylv} 
Jewel quotha !-— what a Plague's this : Haſh, is ſhe 
gone? — Now for a convenient Balcony to venture 
the breaking of. a. Neck at. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Sir, Sir, a word with you. - 

Cour. With me, Sweetheart? thy Buſineſs? 
Page. A Lady, =_y that dog d you hither this Mora- 
In 

1. ng A Lady ! 

Page. Yes, a Lady, Sir. 

Cour. Hiſt : Get you in, you little Monkey; ip, 
ſculk, or you'll ſpoil: all elſe — Here's the bleſſed Com- 
fort of a Wife again now: — Oh, oh! Ax. Page. 

Enter Sy Ivia. 

[Sylv. How. is't, my Bleſfog ? Here, take this: Heaven 

guar these. 
aur From, thycconſaunded croubleſome: Company 
Ai it be poſſible. | [Drinks 

Sy. H Dearee? 

Cour. IfH I had # little more. ont, Dearee. 


. E ilcce what's left wy Joy. 


(Corr, 


” — — « , 
b e 


* . — — — — 


rurn'd again. Oh, if I were but . 
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Cour. Do, err do, my Joy then. Joy in the 
Devil's Name. xx. Sylv. 
Ent, Sirrah Page, come W 

3 bh 5 Ener * 5 

Page. Is your ady gone, 

Baſs Yes, But what News of the other Lady, my 
_ Mercury ! 

Page. — now belive, Sir z and deſires to ſee you. 

Cour. Is the young ? hand ſome? 

Pages I can't tell chat, Sir; but ſhe* rare and fine. 

Cour. Are her Claaths rich? | 

Page. Oh Sir, all Gold and silver; a a * 
Point Fhingum Thangum over her Shoulders: And then 
the ſmells as ſweet as my Lady's Drefling-Box. 

Cour. Fly little Spright, and tell her, I'm impatient : 
tel her, I'Il wait on her within a Moment: Tell her 

Page. Bat si 

Cour. Be gone, be gone, you Kaste, or you'll be 


taught elſe. Obt .. . hn 


Enter Sylvia. — 
85%. Here's all that's left, my Heart, 
aur. F am ſorry for it, it is very — [Drink;} 
Oh, oh, oh! 
Sylv. What ails my Life ? | 3 
Cour, Oh, T have a horrid Tremor upon my Heart ! g 
"tis the old Palpitation I us'd to be troubl'd with, re- 


Fylv. Where, Love ? 
Cour. Oh ! but in a condition to 20 abroad, there is 
an able Fellow of my Acquaintance, that always us d 
to relieve me in this Extremity. 
Sy. Where does he live? . i take a Coach myſelf, : 
and go to him. 
Cour. The Devil take me if 1 . ! 'tis 
a vaſt way off Ohd now it kills me again. 
8 * ſhall'not think it ſo, when it is my Duty. 
That's but too kind, my ſweeteſt; though, if 
T had * one Bottle of his Eliuir. ä 
= How is it call'd? 
Ppecunen Vita. 


bil. | 
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Sylo. Specimen Nite F 

Cour. Ay. Specimen Vitae : tis a damn'd hard Name, 
but it is very good. 

Sylv. Where is't he lives then? Pr'ythee let me go 


thither: 


Cour. Oh, 'tis a horrid way off! Beßdes, it- would 


t rouble me now, in this condition, to be 0 long Wa 
out thee: - 
Sylv. Pr ythee let me go. 


our. Why, 'tis as far as Grab free Child, as- 2 


reet. 
c Sylv. Tl be back again inftantly. | 
our. I had rather, indeed, thou. ſhould 15 thy elf, 
vhan ſend a Meſſenger, becauſe the buſineſs will be done 
more carefully. 
Silv. How's the Direction then * 2 


Cour. In Grab-freet, Child, at the Sign of the San, 


and Phenix, I think it is, there lives a Chymiſt: ask for him 
and in my Name defire a Bottle of his Specimen Vitæ. Oh r 

Sylv. Specimen Vite ? ; 

Cour. Ay, Specimen Vitae, —— P' try in the mean 
time if I can walk about the Room, and divert the ters 
ror of my Fits. 

Sy/v. Heav' ns bleſs my Deeree. | 

Cour. Thank you my only Joy. Would i in the 
Devil's Name ſhe were gone once, and had her Gu 
full of that Quack's Specimen Fitz. 

2 Yow'll be careful of yourſelf, Child ? 
Cour. As careful as I can, Child. 

yl. Gud b'w'y Courtine. 

Cour. B'w'y my. Sylves. Oh, oh! Exit Sylvia. 


Enter Page, 
Is ſhe gone ? 15 
Page. Yes, Sir. 
Cour. Where's the Lady ? 
Page. Here; juſt wares up the Back-9nirs, 
Lady appears at the Door, 
Cour. Madam, this _— done your worthleſs 
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Fate 


* 
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Eter Sylvia. 4 

$ylv.*Oh, my: dear Heart, I had forgot my Wages, 

Pray Courtee, kiſs me before I go. 
...Coafound her, come again! Oh, my Love! I 
hs made hard ſhift to crawl to the Door here.. 
lv. 'Who's that behind yon? | 
. tactage.· come te æ uo if I wane - 
of her Hawk's _—_ — 5 
'S to, „God biw 25 my dcareſt Lore. | 
"Cao . Gudb'wy my Joy. 
Sylv. Nay, give me another. NW] ã ö Carter. 
our. B'w'y Sylree. — So, is ſhe gone again ? — The 
Devil take me, if. thou interrapteſt me any more. 
| Locks the Door after her. 
Enter Lady. 

"Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir? 

Cour. Ves; but hape TouY! not think the worſe of 
me, pretty One, for: keeping a Wife Company now. 
and then, for want of better. 

Lady. Can you be ſo kind, _ not to forget me? Do 
you remember.me ſtil), . Captain 

Cour. Ramember thee, id! Is it poſſible for that 

Face to be ever blotted out of my Memory ! = Though, 
the Devil eat me, if ever I ſaw it before, to the beſt of 
Know! 
Where ie your Lady , Sir? - 

Caf. To Grub fireet, my tor ſome Specimen Vite. 

Lad. Spacimen Vita, Sir! Oh dear, what's that? 

Coar. Oh, come but quietly into the next _—_ 
ond I will ſhew thee what Specimen ite is preſent! N 
| Lady. Nau may, perhaps, think ſtrange of this Free · 
dom I take with you, Sir. 

. Corr, Not in the leaſt, Child; it ſhews thy Gene- 
| rofity, ==" love her naw for underſtanding her Buli- 
neſs, and coming cloſe to the matter quickly, 

Lady. But, Sir, preſumlag on your Su Favours 


to me, I am come to beg your Advice in a matter of 


Law, which I. am. at, puſent kavolv!d In! and if you 


Pleaſ e. 


eur, 


9b: SOLDIER* FORTUNE. 6; 
Cour. To retire a little in private Oh, thou couldſt 

not have pick'd out ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe : 
Jam, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World for Cham- 
W And & I do not find out the Merits of 
thy Cauſe as ſoon a : Y 
Lady. Really you are fo good-natur'd emm— 

Corr. Grub-ſtreer and Specimen Vitæ, quotha! He that 
Has the Palpitation of the heart, and an armful of this won't 
cure him, let him die upon a Dungill, and be bury'd in a 
Ditch, I ay. This is the rareſt Adventure. 

{Exeunt Courtine ant the Lady. 


The SCENE changes 10 4 Bed cbanler. 


Enter Beaugard in, as Drefing him/e!/. 
Beau. Heigho! Heigho! Boy, Imp where art thou? 
Droarf. Here: Your Pleaſure ? What's your Pleaſure, Sir? 
Beau. What is't of Clock, Boy? | | 
Dwarf. Sir, in your World, by Computation, I gueſs 
it may be Afternoon. ; | 
Beau. A very pretty little Riſcal, this; and a very ex- 
traordinary way of Pruceeding, Iam treated withal here: 
I have been a- bed, tis true, but the Devil a wink of 
ſound Reſt came near my Senſes all the while ; but brok- 
en Slumbers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from one 
fide to the other, in — the fair Unknown that kee 
this Caſtle might have been fo goot-natar'd-to have gi} 
ven a Stranger a Viſit. This can be no leſs than ſome 
Romantik Deſign of the little Fairy, that threatned 
ſhe would heat the Widow of me: Now will , for 
once, if ſhe does attempt me, put on that monſtrous Vir» 
tue, call Self-denialy and be n — 
What, Muſick again! This a merry Region, T'll ay 
that for it, where ever it be. Boyd 
| Devarf, Did you call, 8dr? | 
Beau. My Cloaths, Monſter, my Veſtments; I hate a 
D/ bad mortally: ce be rig d, that Þ may be 
gt {yr Action, if Occaſion ſhould preſent itſelf. 
[Dwarf drefſes bin. 


2 W 


| Tn | 
Welcome Mortal to this ao "Th 
. Where ſmiling Fate did ſena thee x * 
Snatch 1hy happy. Minutes, as they paſs 3 
Abo knees 2 Sew attend hy * 
7 
.  Ekeeds « Foy about thes * 


nd flow in endlc/; ; 1520 
Dy th 7 Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
With Draught of every Pleaſute. 
- I. | 
Feat 43 ee Heart with. Love's Dehre, _. 
2 et with Beauty's Charms : 
With 1 —7— fan the Fire, 


den Then Allie it in 1 . 


ber, Me Life's e flippery 
Thea Fat dren 
t it ys 01% tf 
| And the * contented, _ 
„ 
Come av attend on or Godd, ' Wd, 
yy 75 indle the Gres, OT | 
it 


Herſun. 
1e dim your Duty, «nd Re ws your $8i/l.. 


1 ound } + 
* four Black Women, that dance to the ſame 
Megſure of the Song, and ſprinkle Sweets, 


Cirele bim with Charms, _ 


And raiſe in bi; Heart 
Sach Alarmry 


ef- fb Dart 
They 
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They dance round him. 


Fill all his Veins with @ tender Defire,, ' . 
And then ſbew 4 Beauty to fet em a fires ._ 
"Till kind panting Breaſts to bis Waund Se apply, 7} 
Then on thoſt white Pillows of Love let bim die. 

L The Dance ends. 


Beau. Faith, and with all my Heart; for Fam weary 
of the lingring Diſeaſe, and long to. taſte my Mortality 
moſt mightily. Hah! a Banquet too, uſner'd in by a cou- 

le of Cupids! [Teo Cupids run in 4 Taöôle 5 2 

retty innocent Contrivance! Well, here's no fear e 
ſtarving, that's one Comfort. Now my dear Muficians, 
would ye be but as good as your word, and ſhew me the 

Beauty you have fo prepar'd me for! — But then, my 

Widow! my dear, generous, noble-hearted Widpw | 

She that loves Liberty as 1 do. She that defies Matrimo- 

ny as I do too. Shall I turn Recreant, and be falſe to 

her ? Ah Daredevil, Daredevil! How I want thee ta 

help me out in this Caſe of Conſcience a little ! 
Enter Daredevil. 

Daved. Reaxgard, Where att thou ? 

Bean. Ah dear Damnation! I was juſt now heartily 
wiſhing for thee. | 

Dares, Suech News! ſuch Tidings! ſuch à Diſcovery! 

Reew, Hah ! What's the matter, Man: 

Dared. Only fix and fifty — apiece for us, that's all; 
wy little bluſhing opening Buds, you Rogue, that never 
had fo much as a blaſt of Maiculine Breath upon them 

t,— What's here z A Banquet ready; Nay, then I am 
atisfy*d. Never were Heroes ſo inchanted as we are, 

Bean, Rut where are the Virgins, Daredovi/ ? the 
W 3 

ared. There's only one of em, Child only one 
but ſuch a one, my 80ldie coo 
Dean Is there but one, then? 
Dare4. That's no matter, Man! I'11 be contented, ll 
Mou haft done With her! L hate a new Conveniency that 
: Ws 


nn 
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ie a mall Account, Sir, to be adju 


Lady. Come 8 


es we ATHEIST: Or, 

was never practiſed upon; tis like a new Shoe that was 
never worn, wrings and hurts anes Foot baſely and 
ſcurvily. I love my eaſe, I. | 


Beau. But is ſhe very Lovely! R 
Dared. Such a Swinger, you Dog! ſhe'Il make thy. 


Heart bound like a Tennis Ball at the Sight of her: 


* 


with a majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. 


Bear. Well. 
Dared. A Lovely, Angelical, commanding Face. 
Bear. By ä H nk 
Dared. With two Trinmphant, Rolling, Murdering 


'Byes, that ſwear at you ev'ry time you look upon her. 


Sean. Stand off, tand off, I fay ; ſhe's mine this 


M nute. But then again, m Widow! 


Enter * Med. 
Hah - Matk-d- too ? when the Devil mall I ſee a We- 


man with her own natural Face again d Madam 


In, NATUI 5 | 
Ley. Be pleat d Sir, to repoſe pans a little ; there 
ed betwixt you and J. 


Where are my Servants? Who ls it waits:thare „ 
[Several Men Pizurden, and Arm'd, appear at the Dover. 
Beav, What the Devil can be the meaning of this now? 


| 4 am not to be murdered, l hope, aſter all this Ceremony 


and Preparation ? | 
Daved, Murder'd, in the Devil's Name / Here is 


great fear of ons murder'd, truly. 
r, it down Sir. 
Bean, Madam, AI obey you. 
Lady I doubt not, Sir, but ſince your coming hither, 
Mou are much furpris'd, and wonder at your Treatment. 
 Dared. $6 now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall |ſee 


What le in it, | 
\ Bean, Madam, t has been > or ly generous. 
ompliments to 


Tac. That you are Pprepar'd. w 
pay me for It. 
Mut, Sir, ſuch Coin's adulterate and baſe; 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. 
Dared, Swear to her, (wear to her a little, Man: 
pour out a Buſhel of Oaths upon her inſtantly : Swear, 


* 
- 
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Lady. I know my Rival. 3 
Beau. Ay, 'tis ſo, juſt ſo, juſt as I thought z my poor 
Widow will run a damnable Hazard of loſing this 
ſweet Perſon of mine, if I do not take abundance of 
Care in the Buſineſs, Here are Rogues on each hand: 
With Blunder-buſſes too. I ſhall be raviſh'd. 
Lady. She, 1 her Arts, 
And the good ortune to gave firſt attempted it, 
I know, 's poſſeſs d already of your Heart. 
But know too, I'm a Woman loath Refuſal, 
Scornful Refuſal emacs | | 
Dare. Swear to her; Ftell: thee : That ever a Fellow 


mould loſe all this time for an inſignificant Oath or two. 


Lady. Or, if my Fortune, 
Which is not deſpicable; prove too weak 
He Argument to tell you I deſerve you 
et I have this to boaſty I ne'er conceal'd myſelf; 
Ather for Shame or Ends ; but rather choſe 
o run the Riſque of being deny d your Loves 
Than win it by bale Artlfice and PraQtices, 
What think you, lr 
Roan. Hah! 
That, Madam, I'm molt miſerable; 
le(s — — 
Lady Your Widow Poreia, Sir, your Widow: 
Bean Madam, 1 muſt confels woes 
Lady. Well x 
Beau. That I love her, and wil! for ever. 
Lady. Death! Do you confeſd it too ? 
See you not here yourſelf within my Power, 
And dare you Qill confe's _ love thit Creature ? 
Thus far I've kept my Word, I've eroſi d her Stratagene; 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, 
You ought to think me cerpable of more. 
Dared, If this Fellow would but ſwear a little, all this 
might be rectiſy'd. Madam, to my own Knowledge 
tan. Fool, ſtand off, 2 
m ſenſible that you are che love lieſt Creature 
My Ryes eber gaz'd On ; but —— 3 
Lad, But What! 
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Bear: 


— — n 


| 
{ 
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Bean, Im ſure | | 5 
You'd yourſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faithleſs, could I be unconſtant. 
Pity me, fair One; yet, methinks this Hand 
Lovy. Should fend n Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart, 
By H', III never bear it 
Beau Madam, | 
Dared. Madam, 
Could you but throw ſome favour on your Servants 
Lady. By all the fury in a Woman's Heart, 
F'11 be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do your Oe. | | 
Dared, Madam 
Beau, Look you, Madam, your Ladyſhip may do your 
pleaſure you may command half « dozen of Bullets 
—_—_ my Pericrauium, if you have a mind to have 
your Beauty ſpoke well of by the Criticks of Ho/boxrn, 
that once a Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy 
| handſome Faces; Upon that conſideration you may 
murder a = conſtant Monſter if you pleaſe, Madain. 
t Wis 


Lady. | 


ot 8 


| am I ſcorn'd then“ | 
Henn. Would you kill me batbarguſly ? 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not ſee ſuch a Sight, 
Lady. No, take your Life, and With't this ſatisfaction. 
Pertia (earns you, as much as you do me: 
And, il thou ſueſt upon thy humble Knees 
Ta me for Pity, Porcia ſhall deipile thee. 
Beau, Madam, I (wear! 
Lady. No more, | 
Atau. By all thoſe Beauties, 
Lady, Be gone, far ever fly this, Ahh! [Se 
1 Euter Courtine. 
Caur. Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I hi- 
thetu Brargard ! | 
Reaw. Friend Courtine !. ſpeak Man: What's the matter! 
Cour. Damnation! Jilted, chous'd, betray'd wn 
1.549 Enter Woman. 35 
om. A Midwife! Run for a Midwife, run for ſome 
good Woman. Oh Madam, an Accident. 


Nau. A Midwife! 
| . Lady. 


. 
? 
# 
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Lady. Heavens! a Midwiſe! [Exit 
. —. Yes, Friend, a Midwife. I am ſweetly manag'ds' 
II thought I had been; in private here, in this Houſe, 
with a civil Perſon of good Reputation, and it proves a' 
damn'*d tropanping Strumpet, Juſt in the middle of attÞ 
our good VU 1derftinding together, ſhe fetches à great 
Shrlek, aud roars out for a Midwife : The Drab is full 
gone with Baſtard, and ſwears T am the Father of it. 
eas. A very great happineſs, take my Word fort, 
Friend: Children bring a, great Honor with them, 
Conrtine i It may grow up to be a Comfort to thee in 
thy old Age, Man, 
Dared. Oh your Olive Branches are unſpeakable 
Git of Heav'n, I love to ſee Poſterity 
o forward, and Families, encreaſe, with all my heart 
Corr, Let me be hang d and quarter's Gentlemen, if, 
ever I ſet Eyes on the Harlot in my Life before. | 
ſweet Wiſe, with a Pox to her, brought me hither. 
Beau. Why, is thy Wiſe in London. | 


Cor. Yes, Hell confound her! ſhe has hunted me 


Full Cry up to Town; ſeiz'd upon me this Morning, 


and brought me hither, where it ſeems ſhe lay all the 
laſt Night. 

 Dared, Why then, for ought I know, we may be III 
enchanted, 

Beat, 1 am glad to hear That with all my heart. Is 
ſhe in the Houle ? 

Corr, Nay I wai forced to counterfelt Slcknefi, TT 
Was een ſick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of 
going to my Phyſiclan, in the Devil's name; that this 
confounded Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, and 
T might conſole together for half an Hour; and am 
ſweetly fitted with a Concubine, that's the truth on't. 

Bean, This comes of your Whoring, Caurtine; if you 
had kept Me Company, and liv'd Virtuoufly, none of 
this had happened to you naw. But you mult be Wand- 
ting. No reaſonable Iniquity, will ſerve yout turn. 

Enter Lady. + 

Lady. Ha, ha, ha! Well, 111 ſwear, Captain Courtive, 

vou are the happieſt Gentleman! youder's che fineſt oe 
FIG > | pang 
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ping Boy for you. Why, it will be able to carry a Mii. 
uetin ) our Company within this Fortnight. And then, 
am ſo obliged to you for brin "g the Lady to lye In at 
wy ouſe, that if your Wiſe will'do me the Honour, I'11 
take It for a Favour to ſtand for Godmother with her, 
Cour, And, Madam, to return your ComplimentyI wiſh 
with all my Heart you were pregnant with a Litter of 
nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon Condition that I were 
bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel. Confound 
your being witty, with a Plague to you Aide. 
Bean. That's ſamething coarſe though, Friend, to a 
Lady that's ſo evil to you, | 
Enter ſeveral Maid! of the Family, one with th e Child, 
* . aid. See Jenn), yon's the Man; that, that's the 
Father. = . 
2 Maid L'II ſwear it is on r Perſon, 
| 4 Maid, Oh Sir, Heav'ns bleſs you, you're the hap- 
pleſt Man! Here is my young Maſter, as like you as if 
ou had bore it yourſelf, | 7 = 
1 Maid, What a my little Noſe it has! | 
2 Maid. And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World, | 
_ 1 Maid. It would never grieve a Body to have a Child | 
by ſuch a handſome Gentleman. 
Cour. Ye Whores! ye Drabs! ye fulſom, ſlinking 
Whores! Cluſters of Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals pity 
ye: .Confound ye, leave me. 
Beau, Fye upon it, Courtine, ſye for Shame. give 
ſomething to the Nurſe, Man; that's but civil 
Enter Sylvia. | 
Sy/v. A Baſtard! Death, a Baſtard! Under my Noſe 
too / Where's the vile hateful Monſter ? 
Beau. Have Patience, Lady. 
$516, Falſe, loathſome Fraytor. 
* Now my foy's compleated. 
Sy/p. Let me come at him, let me go.. 
Cour. Hold her faſt, Friend, if thou loveſt me. | 
$y{v. Thou Devil /— Theu treach!rous, faithleſs, per- 
jar'd Wretch / Thou Husband / Look in my Face. 
Cour, Wel. | 
Sy. Did I ever deſerve this ? "4 | 
| Degenerate Brute thou, only in Falſhoed, or 
| of 
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Thou r Goat, Abroad, and Drone at Home. 
Corr, Like a Dig with a Bottle, &c. Sings 
Sy. Thou perfect Yoke-fellow | thou heavy Ox, 

Thou want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy Strenght? 

Death, Flendsand Torments! I cou'd dig thoſe Eyes aut L 

Il bear It no longer! Bed/am ! Bedlam ! Bedlam ! 

\Courtine Sings. and Dantes 4 Jr. 
$y/v. No more | I'll ſtay no more to be his Triumph ; 

Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleſt 

With your fri Native Freedom: let no Oaths 

Of Peyjur'd Mankind wooe you to your Ruin: 

But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 

Moans at your Feet, remember then my Fall: 

And when for Pity moſt his Tears Implore, 

Like me, your Virtue to your Hearts 'recal ; 


Reſolve to ſcorn, and never ſee him more. Exit. | 
1 Cour. With all my Heart, thou dear, dear Wife and 
ague. 5B | 


ran. Methinks a very pitiful Caſe this, Madam. 

Lady. If your Widow were but here, Sir, now, ſhe 

might fairly ſee what ſhe is like to truſt to. 
| Her- the Hm Scent. 
Enter a Woman and Daredevil. 

Wo. Oh Madam] Madam! What will become of us all? 

Lady, Become of us, Woman ! Pr'ythee, what's the 
matter; are we in any Danger? 

Darea. Only your Brother-in-Law, Madam, and his 
Friend, with above a dozen arm'd Men more, Madam, 
that's all the matter, Madam. 

Lady My Brother-in- Law! 1 

Dered. Yes, your Brother-in Law, Lady, if your Name 
be Porcia : Such a one they ask for. | 

Bean, Porcia! E 

Cour. Yes, Porcia: I could have told you ſhe was 
Perria he ff EE. n 

Por. Tis but too true, Sir; my unhappy Name is Porcie.” 

Beau. Porcia, my Widow ! my dear lovely Widow ! 
What an ill-natur'd Trick was this Concealment | _ 
Por. Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
If now you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 
Protect me; for I dread my 1 Fury, 
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Ev/n worſe than Matrimony, Here, Sir, I yield my- 
ſelf Up yours for ever, 
+ Beau. And ſhall I claim thee? 
Por. From this Hour, for ever, 

Beau, And, by this happy hour, I'll keep thee mine thea; 
Secure th ſelf in the next private Cloſet, 


Peace to þ y Heatt, poor Widow, [ Exit Porcia. 


Give us but Arm- 
Dated, Thoſe I ve pw for you⸗ 
T found our Swords in a certain private Corner that 
ſhall be nameleſs, where I was propoting ſome civil 
Familiarities tothe Lady Governeſs of the Family, juſt 
as the Bluſterers entred. 
Hau. Are they In the Houſe, then? 


F 


a 
4 
* 


Dored, Yes, and have bound the Servants too 4 the 0 


hungry Rogues were all ſurpris'd gt Dinner 4 you'll 
hear more of them preſently, 111 warrant you, 
| Cour, Stand to your Arms, Beaugard i the Enemy 's 
upon us, | 

122 We have had a Succeſſion of very pretty Adven- 
tures here; firſt we are enchanted, then we are fiddled to 
ſleep, then we are fiddled up again: then here's a Diſco- 
very of a very fair Lady, follow'd by another of a boun- 
cing brown Ballard and when we might have thought 
all Fortune“ Tricks had been over, we are in a very 
fair way at laſt of having our Throats cut. But I'll ſe- 
cure one Life, that ſhall be my Care — [I. e 

Beau. Dog, ſtay and fight, or, by H n, III rip 
your Heart out. | 
.  Darcd., Well then, if I muſt fight I muſt : What a Pox, 


I have two good Seconds o my fide ; and that has ſav'd ! 


many a Coward's Credit before now. [Noiſe withir. 
 Theod, Break open the Door there, force the Paſſage, 
down with it. „„ 

Enter Theodoret, Gratian, end Father. 
Brau. Well, Gentlemen, what farther ? What means 
this Violence here ? 4 

Theed. I hope, Sir, that's. no Secret, when you ſee 
who we are. | | | | 1 
Fab. We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Str one Purcia. 
Aras. How's that, my Father! tab. 


f 


| 


* 
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Fath, Father me no Fathers; I am none of thy Father, 
Fellow; but I am theſe Gentlemens Friend here. 
Now, Atheiſt, will I murder thee. | 

Dared. O Law'd! | 

Fath. Jack, Jack, ack Come hither Fack/ a Word 
with thee, Fart + Give me a hundred Pieces now, and 
I'll be o'thy ſide Fack ; aud help thee to beat off theſe 
impudent Fellows, Gentlemen, I cannot but own tv 
you that this is my 8. 

Bean. Sir, were you nick d to your Shirt, I would 
not part with ae Shilling, Sir. 

z 


Fath, Tho e were my gon ten thouſand times, 
in ſuch a Cauſe as yours, I'd draw my Sword — 
him. [Dravot. 


Beaw, You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. 

Grat, Which you forgot, Br, | 

Corr, Hah! 4 Challenge, Beangard / 

Brau. Lell tell thee more hereafter, To ſhew you T 
ha'not forgot it, the Lady you thus perſecute is now 
under my Protectlon, and with my Sword JJ 17 her 
ſo; | Lara. 

Cour. If we don't, may * Wife get the better of me, 
and Wear mine for a Bodkin, 

Theod, Come on then, Sir, 

Beau. For the Lady, 

Grat. For my Honour. 

Cour. And for my Friend, Sir. 

Dared. Fut To ret Th * at thee. 1 

ight, The reſt of Theodoret's Party fail; in. 

Cour. Baſe Traitors/ AM / 1 

Beau. Conſound em / Thruſt, 

Wo 2 and Courtine driven of. 

Dared. Oh, I am lain / my Maw runs out: What will 
become of mel Oh! - [Gratian aud Daredevil all. 

Enter Theodoret. 

Theod. S:cure. that Paſſage now: Ho fares 
my Friend? — 5 

Grat, I'm wounded. Send for a Chirurgeon quickly, 
for I bleed much, 


Theed. Look to your Maſter, Sirrahz and you, Fellow 
be careful of this Beat here. nr "mY 


< Dared. 
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Dated. Oh, a Parſon ! e dear Blr, a'Parſon ! 
*bome pious good Divine, if you have any Charity. 
Enter Farber with Porcia, 
Fath, Here, here ſhe is; 1 ha“ got het for you! let 
me alone for ferreting a .Female's ae out, _ 
Theol, I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Becurlty: 1 
'Thete's Miſchief done, Blr, 
Fath, The more Miſchief the better thou ſhalt find 
me ne Flineher, Hoy here, here j make ſure of her, 
Pie. Ighuman Tyrant! Why am I abuvd thus Help 
Murder ! Help ! | 
Thad, None of your Tricks; no Crles, no Shrleks 
for Succour, 
By Hell, here's that ſhall filence you for ever, 
Phov Woman ; .thou jours, .Itching, wanton Devil! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt! Give up thy Virtue, 
Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy, 


On what a tott'ring Point his Honour 7 
That truſts the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hands Exe 


ag OP We ne ea. p 
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Enter Lucretia in Man's Claths, and Choloris. ü 


Lac. ROM this gay Minute farewel Lore and ost- 
ing : I have ſhook the lazy, ſtretching, wiſhing 
Folly out 6f my Blood, and now my wandring Heart | 
ts at home again. Let me ſee; I have a hundred and 
a hundred times wiſh'd myſelf a Man; and now, in 
outward Appearance, I am a very Fetlow ; nay, a'very 
retty Fellow: For, methinks Fo 7 Impertinence, 
Self eonceit, and other maſculine Ora ities grow upon 
me ſtrangely— Oh, Miſchief, Miſchief, Miſc ief! t on 
art a very ſweet Employment — But Opportunity! 
' Bewitthing, Lovely, Omnipotent Opportunity ! How 
(ſhall I come at thee ? — Cleris ! | 
Cho. Madam. 
Luc. Give me my Sword. 5 
Che. Here, NMiadam: Bleſs us, What will your Lady- 
Hip do with yourſelf in this Equipage 4 "AE: 
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Lure. Ladyſhip, Huzay ! take notice from this impor- 
tant Moment, I am no more your Miſtreſs ; but that Im- 
yore Conners our NViaſter : And therefore know too, 

will have my Feminine Habillments burnt inſtantly, 
and an Operater ſent for to make me a Beard grow. r 
will learn to Ride, Fenee, Vault, and make Fortifications 
in Dirt Pies i Nay, If the humour hold, III ge Veluns 
tler into Germany againit the Thr4, | 

Gb/s But what will be the end of all this, Madam *? 

Eve, Why, If ge into the War, T ſhall have the Pri» 
vilege, when I retura home, te talk of Marches, Battles 
and Sieges, which I never was at, nor underſtand any 
more than the Fools I tell my Story to, If I ſtay at home. 
with the rye good Cloaths, Pertneſs and much 
Simplicity, will I ſet up for a Spark, grow familiar av 
Whie-Hall, and impudent with ſome great Man there or 
another; run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in 
Eating-Houſes, and noify all over the Town. 

2 A very hopeful Reſolution. 

Luc. As thus: Wh 
me, Zack, ſays I, What Times are there ſtiaing ? What. 
Ready to be had? What Caravans have you met with, or 
what Looſe lately managed? You Rogue, you look ve- 
ry 5 upon the Huckle. 

C. Well Madam; But what will all this Gib- 
beriſh fignify ? 

Luc. Signify,you Fool! why what it ſignifies already 


Wit, Courage, Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pre- 


tence to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lodgings,and 
Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall truſt mg 
againſt his-palpable Knowledge, that I am not worth a 
Gtoat; and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid,” 

Chlo. And muſt your Honour have a Miſtreſs too? 

Lac. Yes Huzzy. and youſhall be ſerviceable to me in 
the Matter: I'll have a Doxy this very Night, I have ſing- 


led her out already; Courtine's Wife, that eee raging, 
| 


inſatiable Help-meet of the Captain's ſhill be my Du/tin-4 


del Toboſo. She's in Love with me already, that's my 
Comfort : As I paſſed through the Hall juſt now, ſhe 
omin g nto the Hquſe to pay a Viſit to the Widow Por. 
ia, (whto, by the way, is as wicked as myſelf,” and my 

| A great 


en Iand another Spark meet; Danr 
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great Counſellor in this noble Frojedl) we met I, you 
muſt know, bow'd very refpetfully 3 ſhe. taking me for 
A Stanger, Curtfy'd as law 4 and viewing me firidtly, 
Jeer'd at me, as if that Minute ſhe took Aim at iy 
Heart, and defign'd me for her Quarry, | 

Obe, But, Madam, ſhe knaws, and muſt diſcaver you. 


Luc. Thou art a Fool; She never ſai me 'till yelters 


day in her Life-time, then too diſguiſed , 80 that I do 


not practiſe on her Frailty,and by that means find a Way 


to revenge myſelf on that Vizard-monger Beaugard,may 
T be condemned to wear Breeches as long as I live, and 
Never know more than the preſent Uſe I make of them. 

Cbla. Hiſt Madam, ſhe's returning. 

Enter Sylvia. 

Luc. Huſh then; Now my Cauſe is coming on, and 
have at her. | | 

Sylv. Sweet-heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me 
the way to the Gardens ; I come to pay a Viſit to Madam 
Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air.—- 
A very handſome Youth == [Ale 

Chlo. Madam, this young Gentleman here is come 
hither on the ſame kind Errand with your Ladyſhip, 
and waits till her Return; h 5 

Luc. But, Madam, the good Fortune of ſeeing you is 
a Happineſs. would recompence the being diſappointed 
of all the Converſation of your Sex beſides, 

| Sylv. Indeed, Sir! | | 

Luc. Yes, indeed, Madam, EY, oe, 

Sy/v. Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir? | 

Luc. Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from 
the Family is henceforth to have oftner the Honour of 
kiſſing your fair Hands here: It is an Opportunity I 
mould make no ungentlemanly uft of. | 

Sylv. Opportunity, Sir? 


#4. Yes, Oppottunity, Madam: I am not aſhamed 


to mention ſo honeſt a Friend as Opportunity, to one 
that, by het Yeats and Beauty, ſhould not, tpethinks 
be a tnottal Foe to Opportunity. | 
Sy. Do you know the, Sir? | 
Hes Why, Madam do I treat you like a Stranger! 


Know you! By this good Hour,there has not been a Day 
1. of 


' 
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6f Night nee 1 firſt faw you, that T have thought e 
Gen of any thin e. Are not you the Wife of a 
Eertaln Wwaggering wire about this Town, Who ealle 
himfelf Captain Conrtine ? 

9%, Yes, Bir 3 ſuch a Friend in a Corner I have, 
Sir and what have you ta fay.to him, Sir? PII (weary 
a very handſame Youth {til ; 

Luc, What, Madam ! what J have to ſay to you, ra- 
ther than loſe you. I would fay to him: whieh is, that 
T like you, love you, languiſh for you; and would, 
with all my Heart, Blood, Spirit and Fleſh, 1 
Sy. Lell ſwear, Sir, I am mightily oblig'd to you, 
and ſo is Mr. Courtine ; ha, ha, ha 0 

Luc. Mr. Courtine ! Take notice, Madam, I receive 
that Expreſſion as kindly as if you had call'd him what ÞT 
wiſh him : For, pretty one, if my Intelligence be true, 
he lives with your Ladyſhip as much like Mr. Courtine, 


as much like a Gentleman 
 Sylv. Sir! 
Luc. Madam! 
Sylv. Oh Gaud, he*s very handſome, 
Luc. Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for T 
have the Privilege of a Key that opens into the Flelds: 
The Moon ſhines too. a 
Sy. Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon ſhine-?* 
Tuc. As bright as wy thing but yourſelf. | 
Sy/v. But you'll tell. young Gentleman, 
Luc. Only you how I love you. | 
Sylv. Eleven's a late Hour. 
Luc, Not too late. | 
Sylv. Indeed! | 
Luc. Take this, and my Word for it. [Ries her 
: _ Fie, how you uſe me, when you mean to for- 
et me. 
Luc. Huſh, no more: Company's coming. Eleven. 
Sylv: Ten. if you are kind enough. 
Ut, Well ſaid, my chaſte Sex, 


| Mer Potcia, ns 
Por, Oh Coufln, art theu come / Thou aft the we! 


comeſt Creature on the Harth; I have expected thee al- 


moſt to deſpalr for ,theſs three Hours, Oh, Sir ! your 
| Hexvant. D 4 Lit, 
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Lover Gratian ſighs, and turns up his 
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Luc, Tam here, Madam, in order to your Cofhmands. 

Sy/v. Her Commands! 

or. Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt beſt - natur d Youth 

He is ſomething related to us a gon way off; and by 
that means has the Privilege of viſiting, without Of- 
gence to my jealous Brother-in-Law, and tyrannical 
Guardian; Have jon contriv'd that Buſineſs ? 

Luc. Madam, it is done. | 
| $y/v. Bus'neſs! What Bus'nefs, Couſin ? 
Lord, Couſin, you ſeem concern“ d at it. 

Por. I'll tell thee : Seeing myſelf here confin'd to 
the Rules and Limits of a very Priſon, I am reſolv'd to 
put as good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and 
make my Misfortune as eafie as I can. Wherefore, for 
a little preſent Diverſion, I have contriv'd a Letter in 
an unknown Name, by this young Agent here, and 


convey d it to thy lewd Husband, with another in my 


own to Beaugard ; and (ent for thee, my Dear, to ſhare 
in the Pleaſure of the Conſequence. h 
85%. Ha, ha, ha! But what will be this Conſe 
quence, Couſin ? 11 | 
Por, Twenty to one but it occaſions ſome new Alarm, 
and Divertiſement to my Jailours; who are ſo very ca- 
pricious,they would fancy a Rat behind the Hangings for 
a conceal'd Lover. It may too, by chaace, produce me 
ſome lucky Opportunity once more to make my Eſcape 
out of their mercileſs Lower, Nay, they are already half 
diſpos'd to run away themſelves; for by my Woman's 
Intereſt in the Chirurgeon who has Care of the ſwear- 


Ing Atheiſtical Fellow, Yeſterday hurt in the Scuffle, 
N 


afterwards convey'd hither he gives it out, that he 
fears his Wounds may be mortal, won which, my 
yes Ille a gedly 
Brother at Exerciſe. My Brother Theodore pufid, ſwells, 
| ep pen his Teeth, and ftamps as if he would brain him- 
Yelf againſt the next Wall; while poor Braugard'sne'er- 
be-good Father has, with pure Fear, loſt a red Noſe 


that has been his faſt Friend for theſe forty Yearsz and 


every Time he ſees his Face in a Glaſs, fancies every 
(Wrinkle there has the ſhape of a Gibbet. 


Ante 
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Fir Phill. © 
' Phil. Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of 


us! the moſt unhapy Accident! 


Por. Hah! ES 
Phil. Indeed Madam, I could not poſlibly help it, þ 


hay' loft it. 3 
Por. Loſt it! loſt what ? What haſt thou loſt? Would 
thou hadſt loft thyſe)f ;' loſt a Leg or an Arm, or any 
thing, rather than have put me in this Fright. Speak, 
what is the matter? 
Phil, Oh, Madam, the Billet 5 Madam, the Billet. 
Luc. $ylvi, How's this! | 
Por. What, the Note I ſent to Beaugard ?on9 
Phil, As J hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as 
faſt here between theſe two poor naked Breaſts here, as 


; 


ever it could ſtick, fo Idid; when, juſt as I was going 


forth, who ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, 
roaring Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hang- 
ing, would he had been well hang'd a Twelvemonth 
ſince; and there he fell a towzing, and a mowzing, 
and a medling with me; I was never ſo afraid of being 
raviſh'd in my Life, gad he knows: 80 in the ſtruggle, 
I gueſs the Note was loſt truly ; though in my Heart, I 
wiſh I had been raviſh'd fix times over, rather than 
ſuch a Misfortune had happen'd. - Nevertheleſs, I ha- 
done your Bus'neſs for you, ſo I have. ' 

Por, Bus'neſs | what Bus'neſs! Uglinefs and ill Re- 
putation light on thee. Thou haſt undone and ruin'd 
me for ever. | 

Phi/. Why, I have met with the Captain, and told 
him the whole matter, as well as if he had reid it in 
the Letter himſelf. He's but too kind a Man to you, 
and I too faithſil a Servant, ſo I aww, to be thus reviled | 


and curſed by you for all thes, | 
Por, What then did he fay ? Fool, Beaſt and Block- 


head tell me. | 
Phil, Why, he ſaid, he'd die « thouſand and a thou» 
ſand times for you, were it poſſible, ſo he did, and that 
he will not eat, drink or fleep till he has ſet you at L{- 
berty, ſo he wo" nog and that he will be in the Gar- 


den before Ten. 
D 3 Lu. 
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Luc, What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam ? 

Por. O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me; for, 
Mould the Lords of my Liberty get any Notice of this 
Billet, and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Re- 
lation. who knows what ill Uſage it may aggravate !— 
To thy Chamber,dear Lucrece, ere the Storm comes up- 


on us. Ka! | , LAiide. 
Luc. J am all Obedience: Sweet Creature, Ju 
remember. , _ [To Sylvia. 


Sy/v, It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely. 
Luc. Bleſſings on you for this Goodneſs, 
[Kifjes her Hand, and Exit. 

Enter Theodoret u a Rage. 

Theod. Double bar up all the Doors and Windows: load 
all the Arms in the Houſe, and be ready for Execution 
inftantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils that dance in your, 
gogling Eyes, Madam, I'II try if you have given your- 
ſelf over to Hell ſo far, that you can out at a Key-hole. 

Por, What means the great He Brute? 

Tbeod. To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and make 
thee, ere I have done, to curſe thy Father and Mother 
that let thee learn to write, Seeſt thou this, thou irre- 
claimable _— Wretch | fogh | ſend. you the drag- 

le- tailꝰd Mini r of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full 
ry about the Town, upon the rank Scent of a brawny 
back'd Hector] By H nz! the thought of it makes 
me Joath the Houſe, and fancy it Rinks of the foul Sins 
thou haſt imagin'd in it. . 

Por. Thou barbarous, ill-manner'd, worſe than Beaſt ! 
Why am I abus'd thus ; why made a Priſoner too, at 
+ your ſawey Will? fetter'd up, and barr'd all Liberty 
and Converſe? 5 

Tbeod. For the ſame Reaſon other too hot · blooded 
Females are; becauſe, if poſlible, I would not have a 
good Breed: ſpoil'd, of | | 

Pir. What a Load of Dirt is thy Thick-Skull cram'd 
withal; if the Tongue were able to throw it out! 

Teo. Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy What, be a Do//- 
Cimmon, follow the Camp / how lovelily would your 
fait Ladyſhip look, mounted upon 4 Baggage Cart, pte- 
Ading over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage { 1 
| b 


n * 
WE 
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Sy, If any thing in the world would make me fol: 
low a Camp, it would be a very ſtrong Faney I have, 
that I Mould never ſee you in one, Sir: = 
Theod, Your Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend: the Sol- 
dier's Cauſe : You have married one, as I take it Madam. 
Ha, ha, ha. _ | "er e | 
Por. He in a Camp / he has not Courage enough to 
animate half a Taylor, nor- good humour enough to 
make a Spaniel of, nor Senſe enough, if he were that 
Animal, to learn to fetch and carry. 11622 hl 
Theod, This will open no Locks, Lady. 1 
Por. But there are Inſtruments to be had, that will 
break open Locks, Sir. F 
Theod, Will you pleaſe to retire, and eonfiller farther 
of that in your Chamber. „ Ot 
Por. No, I'll not ſtir, Sir. AQ LY 
Theod. Nay, by H=——n, but you ſhall, Midam- 
Sylv. Nay, by Hen, but ſhe ſhall not, Sire, 
oft 3 | [Father at the Dior. 
Theod, How /- | | 4 4108 ' 
Fath. By Jove, and that's well ſaid, I'll ſtand Rill a 
little and ſee what's the matter. RN 
Theod. Do not drive me to uſe Violence, © - |. 
Futh. How / Violence to a fair Lady / that's not ſo 
well, neither. | ' = 
Por, Hark you, Sir, my Jaylor or my Hanj-nian for 
which of the two your Office will end in, by your Pro- 
ceedings, I'cannot imagine: do but touch me, or offer 
the leaf Violence to compel me to a cloſer Confinement ; 
by this injur'd Heart, I'11 fie the Houſe about your Aﬀes 
Ears: I']1l ſooner burn with you, to be reveng'd, than 
endure ſuch Inſolence and Torment any longer.. 
 Theod, Very well. | i HAD. bow 
Fath, 17 „a brave Girl, a delicate Wench / how my 
Fingers iteh to take her part now / I have a Month's mind 
to eſpouſe her Qparrel and make Friends with poor 
-Yacky again, Honeſt Facky / *tis the beſt-natur'd Boy in 
the World,though I was ſuch a Beaſt to fall out with him. 
Por. Inhumane, cruel Throdorer / why do yownflit me 
thus? why do you force the Tears from my poor Eyes and 
Wrack a tender Heart that never wrong'd you -L 


14 . 


. Thead. For your Soul's Health, Lady; and the Wel- 
fare of your waſting Reputation. A Pox o' your 
whining ! come, to your Chamber, to Aue Prayer- 
Book and Repentance: Polling: 4nd Humiliation will 
be good for you. To your Chamber. 73 
Por. To my Grave firſt. 
' Theod, Nay then — — Wha, hoa [ | 
1 [Oer to lay bold of ber; 
Per. Stand off ! Murder! Cramps, Rheums and Pal- 
fles, with, Cc. thy unmanly Hands, 
Thad. By H n 
Por. You dare not doit. 
Theod. Hah! 
He. No, Sir, you dare not do't, you dare not, 


fcrateh'd here preſently for my Patience. 

1 What an ill-bred Camel tis! | | 
Fab. Nay, and what's more; you ſhall not do't, you 
ſhall not, Sir. Hoh! Is this the Iſſue of your honoura- 
ble Pretenſions ? 


Theod, Et tu Brute ! 
Fatih, Brute, Brute! Brute me no Brutes, Friend : 


Ounds I am a Man, Fellow ; Battoons ang Bilboes ! 
Brute! a Gentleman 1 
Tb. Your Pardon, Sir! 
Hue. Don't pardon him, Sir, 
Ester Gratian /caning on a Stn. 
Grat. Oh, Friend | 
broad. Poor Gratian ! | 
Grat. If ever we ought to do any thing for our Bays 
Jet us now prepare and look about us: I have made 
hard Shift to hotble hither, my Wound's grown very 
troubleſome . We are all loſt. . 
tod. I can fear nothing when my Friend's ſo near mo, 
| ar Now Couſin rebel, and force your Freedom nobly, 
Fatb. Facky, I hope, Farky at the Head of Mirmidon: 
and declaring for his Property, Look you, Gentlemen j 
I muſt confeis I bave a Remorſe of Conſcience, and am 
ſenſible I have; been « Rebel: wherefore if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recryited his Power and be once more up 


in Aras, Loyalty and natural Affection, Friends, wi 
| | Work; 


hend. Davaunt Pa: Confound me but I fhall bo 


; 


4 
ö 


& The SOLDIER's FORTUNE tg 
work; I muſt pronounce for Prince Yacky; and here I 
reſolve to defend his Territories. [Draws a broad Sword. 
Grat. If Prince Jaciy have Intereſt enough to get your 


Pardon for Murder Sir, it will be your beſt Way to 
cloſe with him; for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Daredevil, 


your Antagoniſt, is dead, Sir. 
 Theod: Hah! Dead / 

Fath. Dead! 

Grat, Yes dead, Sir. | | 
 Sylv., So much the better, Porcia, let us run up to the 
Leads, and cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment: 

Fath., Then I find, that I am but a ſhart-liv'd Sinner; 
farewel for ever Old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg and Sugar; 
Seven and Eleven, Sink-Tray, and the Doublets / Ne- 
ver comes better of rebelling againſt one's natural born 
Children, I ſhall be hang'd one of theſe Sun-ſhiny 
Mornings, and a Ballad come out in the Afternoon to 
A lamentable Eighty * Tune of the careful Son, 
and prodigal Father. Dead, ſaid you Sir ? 

Grat. Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour; 
therefore it is my Opinion, that we inſtantly quit the 
Houſe, and provide all for our Safety, 

Theod, Confuſion, Devils“ | | 

Per. Nay, Sr ſtand faſt / dare but to open a Door, 
Sir ; by '! anc that Moment I')l alarm the Town ; 
You ſhall not think to eſcape, recking with a poor 
Man's Blood ſhed in defence of me. 

Theod. Lady, no fooling. 

Por. No 8b. no fooling : but now, Sir, go you to 
your Chamber Sir, to your Chamber; to your Prayer- 
Book and Repentance j Faſting and Humillation will 
be good for you: To your Chiniber, Sir j av you ten- 
der your Neck, Sir, TY 

Theod, Damnation / unhand me / 

Por, III dye ere I'll unhold you. Think you f@ 
barbarouſly to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead 
Wreteh, and have the Puniſhment of his horrid Mur. 
dey light on my innocent Head? 

Thad. What do you reſolve to do, Bir! 

Halb, Do, Sir! What can I reſolve to do, Slr; I have 


ne means ſo hope to eſcape, Sir ; for, in the firſt py [ 
| dave 


RT 3. * | 
By have no Money: and. a Man that kills another without 

E | Money in his Pockets, is in a very hopeful Condition. In 
the next place, for a Diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but theſe 
you ſee on my Back; with this Tripe Buff Belt here, 
which there is not a Conſtable in the whole City but 
knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 
you, Gentlemen, I have civilly kill'd a Man, for your 

Service; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to hang 

like Friends together, ſo; If not, 1 mutiny ; and the 

word is, Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach, 
Enter Roſard. os 

Ro/. Oh, Sir! where are you ? 

Grat. Well, Reſard, what's the News now? 

Roſ. The Gentleman, Heav'n be thank'd* is reviv'd 
again, Sir; tho' the Doctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will 
certainly carry him off, The poor Creature is very 
weak, but very penitent. Wa 

Fath, In troth, and that's a very ill Sympton ; there- 
fore my Opinion is ſtil. I am for hanging all toge- 
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r. 
Theod, Hark you, old Ruſt; you ſay you have no 
Money, wherefore, during the preſent Interval, in the 
firſt place, becauſe I will have no Mutiny upon this 
Occaſion ; in order to your Eſcape, there's Money for 
you : In the next place, as you want change of Ray- 
ment, here is the Key of a ſmall Wardrobe, at the lower 
end of the Gallery above, you'll find the Door to it: 
Equip yourſelf, and provide for your Security, as your ö 
beſt Diſcretion ſhall direct you. | 
Fath. Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better; for, to 
tell you the truth, elſe I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter 
of it at Tyburn Croſs; with a whining, ſniveling Account 
of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. Where- 
fore, not being good at making Speeches, I will leave the 
Opportunity to you, of ſhewing your politer Rhetorick 
and fave a Member of the Common-wealth, — There's 
no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man Money. 
| [Ade, and Exit. 
Por. And now my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ſtand 
on even Terms. | | | 
Theod. No, Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd, and 
F 1 55 therefore 
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therefore hopes {till ; though, at preſent, in ſome meaſure 
to comply with you, and eaſe your Apprehenfions, with- 
in the F imits of the Houſe aud Gardens you are at your 
Liberty, but no farther this Night: And, for your ampler 
Satisfaction, if I have wy Midnight Alarms from your 
Correſpondent abroad, there's Entertainment ready for 
him, which he may not be very fond of; ſo good Night, 
it is almoſt Ten. Who waits ? What hoa, be ready theres 
Come Gratian. I'll ſee you to your 1 and then to 
my Poſt of Guard. [Ex. Theod. and Grat. 

Por. Ten! That was the Hour, Phyllis, Beaugard men- 
tioned ? was it not ? 

Phil, It was, Madam. 

. Por. Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that 
ſmile on faithful Love; wait, like kind Angels, on 
him ;. eſtabliſh Conqueſt in his able Hand, and Kind- 
neſs in his Heart, Oh, Sy/via / 

Sy. You are tranſported, Couſin ! S 
Per. With hopes of Liberty Im indeed: It is an Er. 
elif} Woman's natural Right, Do not our Fathers, Bro- 
thers and Kinſmen often,upon pretence of it, bid fair for 
Rebellion againſt their Sovereign? And why ought not we, 
by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly againit them ? 
Sy/v. Moſt ediſying Doctrine this is, truly, 

| | | [ 4 Whillle without. 

Por. The Sign! Hark, the Sign! Pbillis, heard you 
nothing ? U biſtle again. 
'Tis there again; he's true, and I am happy. $y/via, let 
us retire ourſelves ; ycu know your Aparment, for pre- 
cious Miſchief will be ſoon on foot; and Action worthy 
Love*s great Cauſe. Thy Husband too may chance to 
have his ſhare in the bus'neſs, and, as I have order'd 
Matters, meet ſomething in the Adventure, to mortify 
his roving Humour, and reconcile him to his Duty 
and Alle iance.— Hark! [ Bie again. : 
'Fhere,'tis once more, a Summons to the Citadel to ſur- 
render. This ſhall, in after Story, be call'd, Captain 
Reaugard"s beſiezing of the Widow. . 

Which, as 'tis laid, ſure with Succeſs muſt end, 3 

Since Juſtice does his Enterprize attend 7 

Without, and powerful Love within his Friend, 3 
SCENE 


— 
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SCE NE changes to Fields on the Back-ſide of 


a Garden, 


Enter Beaugard, with a Party. 


Beau. Hold, ſtand faſt ; I have juſt now recely'd Tat. 


telligence over the Garden-Wall, that our. Deſign has 
taken air, and there will be no eaſie Entrance, 
1 Man. Ah Captain ;. the time has been, when, under 
your Command, we ſhould have had no need of a Coun- 
ci! of War for the attacking ſuch a Fortification as this is, 

Bean. Peace Plunder, Peace, you Rogue; no Moroding 
now ; we'll burn, rob, demoliſh and murder another 
time together: This is a Bus'neſs muſt be done with de- 
ceny Hark, 5 . 

2 Man. Some Company eoming, Sir, from the Back- 
Street-Ward. | 5 

Beau. Hold then, Plunder: Do you, with your flying 
Party, hover at a diſtance about the Fields; while I, with. 
the reſt of the Body, poſt myſelf as advantageouſly as I 


can, to watch the Enemies Mations. —< @#&[Excunt 


Enter Theodoret and his Party, 


Theod. This way the Noiſe was: Be ſure keep ſafe the 


Garden Gate, and follow me carefully, [ Exit. Theod. 
Ee Enter Courtine. 


Cour. So, here I am; and now for my Inſtructions. 
Let me ſee, [Reads the Billet. ] Pray come diſguiſed, that if 


the Deſign ſhould miſcarry, your Retreat may be the eafier. 
Your «ro ogra Servant. —s Hump! Bluſbing Ser- 
vant! Paſſingly modeſt, I'll warrant you! pray come diſguiſ- 
ed] Sol am, or the Devil's in't; for J look more like 


a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe. Let me ſee ; Upon 


this very Spot, the laſt time I was here, did I meet wy 
damn'd Wife: Avert the Omen, ſweet Heavy'n, I beſeech 
thee. And now, as I am e WRry can my 
Friend Beaugard bę at preſent too? 

There's that Queſtion anſwer'd. Wherefore, would but 
my unknown bluſhing Servant appear, or give me a 
kind Sign; would but my little Partridge call, me- 
thinks I could ſo ſhuckle, and run, and bill, and clap. 


my Wings about her, Hah! 
; EE Enter 


ith a Whore, 


[Turns about. 
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Enter Theodoret 

Theod. Stand; Who goes there? - 4 

Cour. What's the matter now? 0 

1 Ser. Stand, Sir: What are you, Sir? 

Cour. What am I, Sir / A Man, Sir. 

Theod. A Man, Sir, we ſee you are: But what Man 
are you, Friend? 2 

Cour. A Gentlemin, Friend; and you had beſt uſe me 
ſo —By H— n, Theodrrer ! and if Tam but diſcover'd! 

Theod. Hands off, unlooſe him. You are not him we 
look for, Sir. 

Cour, I am glad of that with all my Heart. 

Theod: And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, if you 
are a Gentleman, you will aſſiſt one in me, that have been 
injured. I have reaſon to believe, my Houſe is now be- 
ſet by Villains, who have baſe deſigns upon the Honour 
of my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, 
you'll draw your Sword to do a good Cauſe Juſtice, 

Cour. Sir, I wear it for no other end; and you ſhall 
command it. — Ay, tis ſo; Beaugard upon new Ex- 
mow for the Recovery of his Widow. Nothing but 

night-Errantry ſtirring this Moon. 

Theod. Pleaſe you then, Sir, to ſtay here with my Ser- 
vants, while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and t 
what I can diſcoyer, E xet The 

Cour. You may truſt me, Sir. Now will I fhew my 
ſelf a true Renegado; take Entertainment in Chriſtian Ser- 
vice, to betray em to my Brother Turk, upon the firſt 
opportunity. And ſo, my bluſhing Unknown you may 
e' en ſtay your Stomach with your Sheets for this Night. 

Re-enter Theodoret. 

Theod. They are here, ſtand faſt; be reſolute, and be 

rewarded. 
Enter Lucretia. 
Luc. Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do a Miſ- 


chief: Reaugard, I find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs 


py to Appointmert in the Garden. Now, could I 
ut order the Affair ſo, as to ſlur Beaug ard upon her, in- 
ſtead of myſelf; and her upon him, inſtead of Percia, my 
Conſcience would be fatisfied; and he, Mr. Courtine, my 
Rival Widow, and the Wife, ſerv'd all in their R . 

| n, 
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LTeod. Hold, Sir! What are you ? [Zo Beau. at the Entrance. 
Cour. Ay; Now, now. 5 
F Beau, No matter, Sir; this is not a time of Night 
to anſwer Queſtions. | | 
Theod. Nay, then. 
Beau. Nay, now Sir; and when elſe you think fit- 
ting, Sir: I am the Man you look for; and you are 
him I wiſht to meet here. | 
Cour. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty; 
Hang me like Dog if I can imagine. OMe 
Beau. Come on there. 
Theod. You paſs upon your Death. | 
Beau. J have learnt to ſcorn Death more ſince firſt 
you threatned it; | 
I ſee your Numbers too, and come prepar'd ; 
Porcia's my Claim, and here I'l] win or loſe her. 
 Ehead. Then take thy due; and dye like a midnight 


Thief. Fall on. 


(Beau. and Theod. engage, and their Parties. Beau. and. 
Theod. uit each other. Beau. falls upon Courti ne and 
Theod. 2p Beaugard"s Party; who retire from him, 
as Cour. does from Beau. off from the Stage. 

ETheod. He runs, he runs; the half-bred Hector runs. 
Falſe Cards and Dice, and Quart- pot Brothel Brawls, were 
fitter for his Management, than honourable Difference: 
Hark, claſhing of Swords till | by H n I miſs*'our 
Friend, the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly took. 
our Party; if it be him, let's out, and give him Succour. 
Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine, ho retires beyond 
N the reach of his Sword. | 

Beau. Baſe Raſcal ! Coward, flie ! o—w——wns 

Cour. No, Sir, I ſtand ſtock fill, and won't ſtir an. 
Inch; but ſince you are ſo uncivil, reſolve not to fight 
a ſtroke more: So there's my Sword, aud here's your 
humble Servant. 7 OS 

Beau. Courtine! 

Beau. And thou my Enemy too ! | | 
Cour. No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wiſe enough 
to have found it. I came hither diſguis'd, for a Reaſon 
you ſhall know. hereafter ;. but falling into the hands * 


Ala own 


7 * 
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the Enemy, was forced to take Party againſt you, for 


fear of being beaten for you; Yet with a deſign of re- 
volting, would you have given me leave. But you, 
when you ſhould have kept at the head of your Friends, 
took a particular fancy to be tickling my ſmall Grrts, 
and now you ſee what you have gat by it. 

Beau. Then farewel for ever poor Widow. =» But 
ſtay, it were vaſe and unmanly to give it over ſo 
Let me ſee — Lend me thy Diſguiſe, quickly, kuickly, 
my Imagination*s watm. 1 

Cour. Ay, with all my Heart, and glad to be rid of 
it ſox | [Di/avi/es Beaugard. 

Beau, Take this, and rally my ſcatter'd Forces. [Gives 
him hi, Whiſtle.) They know the Sign; and cannot be 
2. off under the Conduct of Plunder that was my Ser- 

ant abroad, thou know'ſt him; make what haſte 1s. 
poſſible. III be hereabouts, and be near me, if any 
new Diſaſter ſhould happen. ; 
Cour. Well, with all my Heart for once - here is a 
new deſign in Embrio now; though I fancy when we 
have got her, we ſhall never make of this Widow what 
ſhe has coſt us, 3 

Beau. No more; Ihear Company; Vaniſh—{[ Ex Cour. 
Enter 'Theodo1et: | 

Theod. This way I think I heard it: Look, is not that 
he! Oh my dear generous Friend, let me embrace you; 
I hope you are come off well. 1 
Beau. Very well, Sir, I thank you, if I were but 
well off from this place; I fear-the Man I had to deal 
withal is fallen, for I left him ſtagg'ring ; Security 
were beſt for us all, Sir. 

Theed. My Houſe ſhall be y our Sanctuary, and I'll 
die with you but P11 protect you. „ 

Beau. I gad, and that's kindly ſaid, as things ſtand 
between us, and if he knew all. „ 

_Theod; Open the Garden- gate there: You: ſhall reſt 
yourſelf in an Arbour, while I diſpoſe of the groſs of my 
Family, and prepare an Apartment for your Privacy. 
Beau. If J had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generoſity 
like this had over-rewarded it. ICour. at che Entrance: 

Cour. Stand ſtill ye beaten ſcatter'd Scoundrels, I think 

that's he, follow me but at a diſtance. Theed. 


—— cds, 
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Theod, Open the Gate I ſay there come Sir wamms 
Ther emter the Garden 

Cour. The * ſucceeds, and Troy at laſt is taken. 

„ter Lucretia, 

Lr. O dear Sir, are not you Captain Braugard ? 

Cour, The ſame, my dear Child, the ame; haſt thou 
any good Tidings for me ? 

uc. "The private door of the Garden on the other ſide 
opened, and you may enter, Sir, My poor Lady is dy- 
Ing almoſt with deſpair, that ſhe ſhall never ſee you more: 
Could you now tell me News of Captain Corrine s? 

Conr, Hah ! Does then my duns Ae belong 
to theſe Territories ? It muſt be ſo. Captain Courtine is 
juſt gone in before Sweet-heart, therefore if thou art a 
true Friend to Love, quickly conduct me. | 

Luc. I'll ſhew you Sir, into the Door, where you may 
conceal! yourſelf in one of the Arbours till Igo through, 
the Houſe, and bring you farther Intelligence. 

Cour. And if my Adventure happen really to be at 
the end of this buſineſs, my Friend and I ſhall not, F 
fancy, paſs our time very-uncomfortably. Rogues fol- 
low me, follow me Rogues. Excunt 


SCENE the Garden. 


Beaugard /coking out of an Arbour. | 
Beau. So, ſo, thus far I am undiſcovered} it i; as 


dark, as if the Devil himfelf were abroad a ſolacing a- 


mongſt a Company of Northern Witches to Night: If 
Courtine be but enter'd with my Mirmi dont, the Widow's 
infallibly all my own. Hiſt !. Who comes here? 
| Enter Lucretia.. 

Luc. Sir, Sir, where are you? | 

Bean. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 

Lucr. Friend! Is not your Name 

Bean. My Name, what! what can this mean? [ {#e. 
| Lac. Beasgard. Come, come, Iknow you : You need. 

t diſtruſt yourſelf, my deſign is to do you Service; 

ur Porcia knows you are here, and expects you with 
er Arms open; follow me. 


Bean. Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm x of 


— 
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that. Name I muſt follow thee, though thou lead me to 
Perdition. 
Lier. Softly, no noiſe, this way, give me you Hand, 
[Fxennt. 
Enter Courtine. 

Coeur. Hold, let me ped ay,there I think is an Arbour 
where I will creep-in, and lye as cloſe, as a Coward in 
the Hould at a Sev igt | 

Enter 'Theodoret. 

Theod, Hereabouts it was I left him, It is wonder 
fully dark Priend Friend! Where are you? 

an Ha! that's another ſort of Voice than the Youngs 
Rer's I depend upon, By Han, Theodoret, [Af 7. 

Theed, Friend, Friend, I ſay, where are you? 

Cour. Ay, butths Devil a word you getout of me. L Ha. 

Cour. Why Sir Friend, do not you hear me? 

Cour. No. LAlu.. 

' Theod, I am ſure this muſt be the Arbour; Pl1:run 
and call a Flambeaux. 

Cour. That may nat be ſo well neither my Affairs will 
not agree with the Light, as I take it. [Alde. 

Theod. May be he's fallen aſleep; let me ſee. [ Gropes in. 

10 the Arbour and feels him.] Ts even ſo! t hoa, 
Sir! [ Courtine ſnores- 
Friend, Friend, awake, your Chamber' 8 3 and I 
ſtay for you. 

Cour. Won there? What are vou? 

. _.[Aloud. as if frigbted — 

| Theed. Huſh, make no moiſe:;; but come a 

Cour. Is it you, Sir?—He miſtakes me for 2 
I hope. 

Theod. The ſame: I wait upon you, follow me. 

Cour. If he diſcover me, all again is ruin'd ; but Dark- 
neſs 1 err Impudence, will befriend a good Cauſe. 

Ee. 
SCENE Daredevil* Chamber. 
WY MF only one ſmall Lamp burning.and Daredevil on the Bed. 

Dazed. Oh | oh! oh! my Wounds and my Sins! Con- 
ſeience, Conſcience, Conſcience, how hall quit thee } 


[ Bemgard'; Father a! the Door. 
| Ferb. 


„ nme ATHIEST: Or, 

Fath, This cowardly Chleken-heared Reſeal will 
die, and be damn'd at laſt, How do you do, Sir? 
How do you find yourſelf ? 

Darid, Oh very il}, Heav'n knows! within few 
hours ef a Grave, and without great Mercy of a deeper 
place; Who ever you are, if you have any Charity, 
— me ſome Conſelentious Godly Divine to un- 

urden myſelf of my Iniquity to. 

Fath. This puling: whining, repining Rogue, with- 
in theſe two days was blaſpheming: Ought I to be 
hang'd now for ſuch a Varlet! ſhall I ſend you a Di- 
Dared. It would be à great Favour, and a Comfort 
to me, Sir. | 5 
_ Fath. I*11 try what I can do for you, ſince I ſee your 
condition ſo dangerous; aPoxo' your queaſie Conſciencez 
There is no ſafety for me in ſtaying here, that's one thing, 
the Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprehending ſome 
body : For looking out at the Warderobe Window as I 
was dreſſing myſelf, I obſerv'd fix or feven arm'd Rogues, 
with — Faces, ſneaking and ſculking about the 
Garden, that's another thing; wherefore I will haſten 
and fmiſh my Diſguiſe, and if there come an Alarm, 
take the faireſt opportunity to get off in it; and that for 
me will be the beſt thing. Exit Father. 

Enter Courtine. | | 

Cour. To what an inſignifibant purpoſe have I taken all 
this. pains. to Night? here have I been put into a Room 
with a Bed in it, with, Pray, Sir, will you pleaſe to take 
_ reſt, in the Devil's Name; when my deſign has not 

en to take my Reſt, but my Recreation: I fancy Lheard a 
kind, ſmall, complaining Voice this way too, and muſt at 
preſent confeſs myſelf in a very good-natur'd Humour, 
very much inclined to ſuccour any diſtreſſed Damſel that 
wants a Companion to paſs away a tedious Night withal. 

Dared. Oh! ho ! Would but this dear Man come now! 
Cor. Hah ! hark! That mult certainly be me ſhe 
means z nay, Tam ſure ox't: 1'1l on a little farther. 

Dared. On h h 

Cexr, Where att thou, thou poor Oreature ? I am 
come to comfort thee. 
Dared. 
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Dwred. I wiſh you had come alittle ſ@oner, I am very ill. 
Conr, Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's fick with paſlionate Ex» 
peRtation: This muſt be my bluſhing, unknown Ser- 
vant, at the leaſt, | 

Dared. Whereabouts are you? Give me your Hand 
hither, will you! 

Cour, Here, here it is, and my Heart too, thou haſt 
'em both: I'll (wear ſhe has a well grown Palm, by the 
Rule of Proportion L'II wagrant her a Swinger :— But 


no matter, tis in the dark. Afiae. 


Dared. Heart, ſaid you, Sir? Alas! my poor Heart's | 
breaking, a | 

Cour. Breaking, dear Soul! No, no, never fear it; 
I'll give thee a Recipe to keep it whole, I warrant thee. 
This is the moſt Romantick Adventure. | 

| | [Falls to underſſing himſelf; 
Porcia and Phillis «t the Door. h 

Por. Has then Neargard gotten entrance art thou ſure ? 

Cour, Hah! 7 

Phil. Madam, ſo ſure, that his Valet Foxrbine is here 
in the Houſe, and told me ſo himſelf. 

Cour. What's that? | | 

Por. Then now my Part begins: Was there ever ſuch 
inhumane Cruelty committed, a Wretch barbarouſly mur- 
der'd and expos'd, without comfort or ſuccour ? 

Cour, Murder, ſaid they? What, Manſlaying ! when all 
my thoughts were upon nothing but Manmaking. I gad 
then tis time that I take care for one, and 'till a better 
Conveniency offer itſelf, here's my Burrough, Murder 
in the Devil's name. What do they ſay now ? 

[Creeps under the Bed. 

Por. No, no, my Conſcience will not bear it, I muſt 
Yroclaim it to the World: What hoa there, Murder, 

urder, Murder / 

Corr, Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condition that I 
am got into. 

Por. But does the Chirurgeon Gy there is certainly 
no danger ? 

Phil. Only a thin skin Wound on the outſide of his 
Belly, but that the Force of Fear in the Cowardly- 
hearted Fellow, will let him think of nothing but a 
Grave and Damnation. Por, 


gs We ATHIEST: o-, 


Per. The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be im- 
prov'd : Wherefore, I ſay, the ſtinging of my Conſcience 
will not let me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murder, 
Murder, Murder, Murder ! Cry Murder you Witch,and 
alarm the Houſe. 

Phil. Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam. 

Por. Stand till and obſerve then. 

Enter Beaugard. 

Beau. I think it was this way, but no matter, for I am 
ſure I reign Lord Paramount of this Caſtle now: The an- 
gry jealons Brother is gone to Bed,and all his warlike Fa- 
mily ,where he lies as faſt, and ſnores and gapes ſo wide, 
one might ſteal the Widow out of his Mouth if ſhe were 
there: Now could I but find the way to her Ladyſhip's 
Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Orders, with his 
Crew binding the drowzy Rogues of the Family in their 
Beds! What an opportunity would that be! For there 
is but one way of making a ſlippery Widow ſure to you. 

Por. No matter, happen how it will, I ſay again it is 
a crying Sin, it is an Abomination, tis a «= Ah! 

[Seeing Beau. di/puir'd, is frighted and runs out. 


Beau. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this time 


o' Night, and in Petticoats too; Nay,then have at you, 

ye airy Forms. 
[Going out. ir met by bis Father, diſguind like a Phana- 

tick Preacher | | 

Fath. Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, 

4 burning Shame, arid a lewd Abomination. | 
Benu. Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Pettycoats that 
eak'd Abomination in B/, converted to the fleſhly ſi- 


militude of a Holy Brother, that Cants it in G 


Hoh / Speak, what art thou ? 
Fath, A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Con ſciences. 


I come here by appointment with an Olive Branch in 


my Mouth, to viſit a Mortal Ark toſs'd and floating in 


floods of its own Tears, for its own Frailtſes. 

Beau, And are you really, Sir, a Min ? Really the 
Codly Implement you appear to be, fur the ſcowring 
of foul Conſciences ? 

Dared, Ha ! ha ? ha ! Godly Implement / it has al- 
moſt made me laugh; that's a merry Gentleman, I'll 


warrant him; Oh hh! | WP 
n 


The So.1.D18R's, FORTUNE 97 


Fiatb. Iam, my Friend, I tell thee, an Inſtructes of 
the Choſen ;- thou favour'ſt of the old Man, ſtadd. offiand 
do not pollute me with too near Communication: I come 
to convert a Sinner to the Truth; it was I that convert- 
ed as ſome ſay no body; and expounded the groans 
of the Proteſtant Board, How fareth our Brotber ? 
Dared. Alas, Sir, very weak ; upon the Point of Dif- 


Conſcience. 
Fach. Lay then one Hand upon thy Heart. 
D.ird. I do ſo. ö 
Fath. Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth thy 
Sins, thy righthand may not know what thy left hand doth. 
Beau, A very material Point that is truly. 
Fath. Thou haſt liv'd in Wickedneſs long. 


Dared, From fixteen to eight and forty, without the 
leaſt Repentance, or a Though of it. 


Fath. A very dangerous ſtate} but for * darling Sins, 
Imprimis, whac? 

Dared. Drunker neſs. | 
Fach. A very pernicious Sin, and of the Devil's own 
| Inſtitution z for it ſets our Souls o' fire: Nay, it ſets our 

Noſes o' fire, and ſets Houſes o'fire, Drunkenneſe 
Did you ever burn any Houſes? 

Dared. Never but three, and they Houſes of Pollution 
too: Bawdy-Houſes, Sir. 

Fath. So much the worſe: For if Bawdy-Houſes be 
burnt, what civil Family in this City ſleeps ſafe? Inever 
burnt a Bawdy-houſe in my Life, that's my comfort, Items, 

Dared. Whoredom, Adultery! 

Farb. For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other Mens 
Wives, let me tell you it is acrying Sin, and a vey an 
one too; but do uy repent? 

Dared. From the bottom of my Heart, 

Nan, So, Heaven be thank'd, there's no harm in plain 
Whoredom, 

Fath, No more to be ſaid then; be comforted, and I'll 
abſolve thee: But with whom was this Wickedneſs 
committed laſt? 

Dared, With my Boſom Friend's Wife, and one that 
deſerv'd much better of me. 

41 II, 1 +6 \ E Bean 


ſolution, and tormented with the Stings of a * 


-: The AtrHzrs T: Or, 
Dian. And that was very friendly done of thee truly. 
' Fark. Impudent Rogue! But was ſhe very young? 

Beau. Ay, now the feeling, circumſtantial Queſtions 
are ſtarting. 

Dared. About Eighteen ; and not yet wedded a full Year, 

Fath. Voluptuous Dog! But handſom too? Was ſhe 
very handſom? 

Dared. Too beautiful, to have had ſo little Virtue. 

Fath, Her Name, ber Name! Tell me her Name. 
Quickly, I ſay unto thee, let me know her Name. 

Beau. Well ſaid, well ſaid there, old Fornication! 

Dared. That I have promis'd ſhall for ever be a Secret, Sir. 

Fach. Then thou artdamn'd, and I do not abſolve thee. 
I muſt know this precious young Harlot. [ Aſide. 
Once more I ſay ber Name! 

Dared. But I have ſworn, Sir; you'd not have me be 
foreſworn? | 

Fauth. A mortal Sin in it ſelf; Swearing is another Sin. 
Farewel, I'll have no more todo with thee; Thy Sins 
are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon theee · A damn'd 
Rogue not to tell me ber Name! 

Dared, Oh! oh! dear Sir come back again, and leave 
me not in this deſperate, deſponding, ſad Condition, 

[ Ex#t Father, 
| Beaws, If he has any mercy in this Caſe but upon his own 
conditions, he's no Father of mine l'm ſure ont. [ Aſias. 

Enter Lucretia. 

Luc. Oh, Sir, Iam glad | have met with you a word 
with you in private; turn, turn this way into the next 
Room quickly; Porcia, Poreia, your Widow Porcia, Sir. 

Beau. Ha! ſpeak, where is ſhe, thou pretty, ſmiling 
Mercury | 

Luc. I am to bring her to you this Moment: No 
mute Words, but in Sir, in, if you'll be happy. 

Cour. Porcia, Porcia, ſaid be? Then Iam ſure it muſt be 
Beaugard; a pretty Pimp that, I'll warrant him. [ Aſde. 
Beau And ſhall I truſt thee? 


Luc. Why ſhould I deceive you? 
Bean. Be ſure thou doſt not, as thou loveſt the Welfare 


of this ſoft, tender Outſide; adieu fora minute. Exit. 
Luc. That Minute gives ber to your Poſſeſſion, Sir; 
Hiſt, Madam, Hiſt! the Coaſt is now clear. lv, 
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Su Where are you, Ill- nature? | 

Luc. Here, tortur'd with my Longings: Where are 
you? come, come. f | 

Sylv. Why do you make me do this? 

Luc. Is that a Queſtion now? Turn, turn into the: 
dark Chamber: I'll but ſecure this door, and then the 
Night's our on. 

Sylv. Don't ſtay too long. | 

Cour, How afraid ſhe is, leſt. he ſhould come again too» 


ſoon ! | [Ade 
Luc. Be ſatisfy'd, I'll fly----that is from you as faſt as I: 
can; for I hope I have fitted you. [ Exit Sylvia. 


Cour. Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom ot the Houſe, . 
I'll lurk here no longer: The Devil again! ; 

: Re-enter. Father. 
| Fath. Trouble me no more, I ſay, I will not be per- 
ſwaded, I will know the Adultereſs's Name, that I may 
admoniſh her; for it has been of ancient Practice in theſs: 
our pious Offices, to make our Converts confeſs, not an+ 
ly all they know, but all that we have a mind to know. 

Dared, Not Sir, 1 hope, if it be improper, 

Fath, No matter for that, proper or improper, right or 
wrong, true or falſe, if it be for our uſe, it muſt be con- 
te ſſed. Therefore I ſay, and ſay again, I. do not abſolve 
thee, thou art in the ſtate of Perdition ſtil]; Tell me her. 
Name, or for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houſes; 
thy Whoredoms and Adulteries; Blaſphemy. and Pro- 
phaneneſs; thy Swearing, and Forſwearing thy rubbing. 
eur Milk-ſcores, and Lamb- black ing of Signs in Covent» 
Garde thy breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables: 
and Watchmen, Beadles, Taylors, Hackney Coachmen, 
and Link-boys; for all theſe | 
[ Noiſes of ſqueaking from each ſide of the Stage, one from 8Sylvis. 
Hark there the ſcreaming Fiends are at the Door already. 
Hark. [Scream again. 
Cour. Nay, Madam, if you ſqueak, and think to ala- 
rum the Houle, it I do not bebave my ſelf like a true 
Friend to Love, I am miſtaken, and ſo here I am poſt 
ed, and thus will maintain the Paſe. + 

{Goes to tbe Door where Beau and his Wife are, and draws 

bis Sword to defend it. | 

E 2 Luc. 
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Luc. 755 the Door. ] Well ſaid, my civil, dear and 
friendly Cuckold. 
: Enter Theodoret, and Porcia crying. 
Theod. Come forth, thou Strumpet. 
For. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me: bere 
on My Knee 
Cour. How's this? Porcia taken there, and my Friend 
here in private with Porcia tov! 
head. By Heav'n thou dy'ſt this Moment, 
Cour. By Hell though, but ſhc ſhall not, Sir. 
Enter Sylvia, and Beaugard purſuing her. 
Dean. Nay, Madam, then! Hows this? my Widow 
ſplit in twainz My Porcia there, and Porcia here too? 
Confound me, Courtine's Wife, I have done finely. 
Thied, You'll juſtify this Uſage? 
Cour, You ſee, lam reſponſible, [She bim Bess. 
Beau. By Heav'n un hand her, or---Nay, look Sir well, 
you'll know me, [Throws off his Diſgniſe, 
Por. My faithful Soldier! In 
Bean. My victorious Widow ! [She runs into hit Army, 
Theod, Call up my Servants there, raiſe all the Houſhold, 
Bean, I'll do it, Sir 
[ Give: the Sign, Plunder and his Party appear. 
See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, if you 
have any Service to command them, 
Theod. And 1 will find 'em Service that ſhall warm em. 
| [ Exit, 
Cour. Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing her ſelf, 


| ſhe may be a diſcovery worth the making, Madam, you 


{ee here my Friend is unconſtant, but truly nothing could 
over wean him from this Widow here Sylvia! my 
Wife! my rigid virtuous Wife ! my damn'd, confounded, 
jealous Wife! | 
Seas. Now here are very hopeful matters towarde, 
Cour, It was very courteouſly done of me, Braugard, 
was it not, to keep the Door for you, with my own 
Wife, Sir. 4-42 
Beau. Nay, let us not quarrel, Ned: I'll give thee 8 
friendly Account of this matter to-morrow between our. 
ſelves; in the mean time be ſatisfy'd, I have not * 
thee, | | 0. 
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Por. Will you never leave this Foraging into other 
Folks Quarters, Captain? | | 
| Beau, I am afraid, Widow of mine, you had a Fin- 
er in the Plot, though 7:4 6 
| $ylv, Indeed, my Deareſt | | 

Cour. Your humble Servant, my Deareſt! I am only 
glad of this fair Opportunity, to be rid ot you, my Deareſt 1 
henceforth, my Deareſt, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Dear- 
eſt, I ſhall whore, my Deareſt ; and ſo long as I can pimp 
ſo handſomely for you, my Deareſt, I hope, if ever we re- 
turn into the Country, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and 
then with the Dairy-wench, or Chamber-maid, my Deareſt. 

lv, 1 always was a Burden to your Sight, and you 
ſhall be this time eas'd on't. Tye 

Cour. With all my Heart! Heav'n grant it would laſt 


for ever. 


. 
, 
* 


Enter Theodoret, | | 

Theod, My Doors lockt up? my Servants gigg'd and 
bound! I am betray'd, undone, and I'll not live to bear it, 

Beau. Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither: This De- 
lign was not laid for a Tragedy. 

Theod, How do you intend to deal with me? 

Bean, Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly de- 
ſerve it of me: In ſhort, this Lady is in my Charge now, 
and you in my Power and by her Authority, this be- 
ing her own Houſe, | have made thus bold with itz and 
will take care to diſpoſe her hereafter out of the reach of 
your mercileſs I yranny ; nay, it this reverend Perſon 
will do us the friendly Office, though I have often re- 
nounc'd it, am ready to do it one Way, this moment. 
Daredivil, wilt thou lend me thy Chaplain ? | 

Dared. Heh! | | 

Por. Riſe, Sir! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend 
and I make a Match on't, I hope you'll be ſo kind to 
dance at the 2 „ | | 

Dared. Dance, Madam! I am dying. 

Phil. That's falſe, to my Knowledge, Madam :, Far 
the Surgeon told me laſt Dreſſing, it was ſo flight a 
Wound, he had much ado to keep it from healing, 

Dared, Yes, by the ſame ow when he had done with 
s _ 3 me 
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me, he began with you, forfooth, and ſaid he would-ſliew- 
you alittle of his operation, for handling and tampering 
with his Boxof Inſtruments, and there's the truthout now. 

All. Ha! ba! ha! Be | 

Dared, Why Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, Acquaintance, 
am not I dying? Am not I wounded ? Is not there s bole. 
jn my Belly, that — may turn 8 Coach and fix in? 

Bean, No, no: Prithee leave raving, and get up for 
ſname, Man. Thou an Atheiſt; thou believe neither «a God 
nor « Devil, and be afraid of u hurt no bigger than a Pin-- 
hole ! CVI, lend us thy hand toraiſe up our old Friend 
here! Well, how is't now ? [ $041 him on hit Legs, 

Dared, Hal Faith and Troth, I fancy, not (6 bad as | 
thought it was, Methinks I begin to find my (elf pret» 
ey heurt 4 Jean Rand, | een walk too, I have ne pain at all. 
How do thou do, old Orthodox 

[Strikes him on the Shoulder, which ſhaker the Diſguiſe 
from bi Face, 

Cour. Ah! but you repented, Daredevil; thou didſt re- 
pent, Friend: Iam forry to hear of it With all wy Heart, it 
will be a foul blot in ow Eicutcheon Hut thou didſt repent. 

Fath, A Pox on the Block- head, now 1 (hall be known, 

[ Furnbling 10 fix hi; Diſgniſe again. 

Dared. Repent] pr'ythee be quiet, Mon ; repent quotha! 
Why, deft thou think 1 did not know my old Cuſtomer 
for two Deuces here, old Anti-Abrabam, the Father of 
eel, My Fathy! my little Rogue! my dainty Boy! 
| Fath, My Farly! my little Rogue! my dainty Be 
Thou Sen of thy hows Frcben Fon hold . 
dad i muſt kiſk thee, and | will, kiſs thee, eee you Dog. you 
Dog, you Dog, you little dear damn d Dog. [Sings eds imon. 
Huta, the Widow's our own; There lie Divinity. 
Dede. A very Cutier, as I live, bad he but a Tadirha, 
per ſect Currer, 

Fath. Now, Facky boy z Facky, you Rogue, ſhall not 
I have a little ſpill out of this Portion now hah? The jolly 
Worms that have fatten'd ſo long in this Malmſey Noſe 
6f mine with the Fumes of Sack, will die, and drop out 
of their Sockets elſe, Could thou bave the Heart to ſee 
this illuminate Noſe of mine look like au empty Honey- 
Comb; couldſt thou be ſo hard- hearted? Foro 
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For. Faith, Captain, be mollify*d; the old Gentleman, 
methinks, purpoſes very moderately, 

Fath, It ſhall be ſo, ſhe ſhall be my Dagyhter-ig-Law, 
though 1 invert the Order of Duty, #nd del her Bleſſing, 

Beau. Look you, Sir: Though you have been a very 
ungtacious Father, upon condition that you'll promiſe to 

leave off Gaming, and ſtick to your Whoring and Drink- 
ing, 1 will treat with you. | 

Fath, The Truth on't is, 1 have been to blame, Fuck! 
But thou ſhalt find me hereafter very obedient; that iy; 
ptovided 1 have my Terme: which are theſe, 

Bean, Come on, then, 

Fath, Three Bottles of Sack, Jack, er Diem, without 

Deduction, of falſe Meaſure: Two Pound of Tobacco 
per Month and that of the beſt too, 
Cour, Truly this {4 but reaſbnable, 
Fath, Buttock- Beef and March Beer at Dinner, you 
Rogue: A young Wench of my own chuling, to welt on 
no body but me! Alwere oy in my Pocket: An old 
pacing Horſe, and au Elbow-Chair, 

Bean, Agteed. You ſee, Sir, already, I am beginning 
to ſettle my Family; and all this comes by the Dominion 
Chance has over us. By Chance you took the Charge of 
an old Father off from my Hands, and made a Chaplain 
of him, By the ſame fort of Chance I. have taken this 
Lady off from your Hande, and intend to make her 4. 
nother ſort of Dameſtick, What ſay you, Sir? Are 
you contented Þ 

Theod, I cannot tell whether | am or no, | 

Beat. Then you are not ſo wiſe a Man ai T took you 
for, In the mean time; for your Liberty, you muſt Mt: 
penſe with the want of it, till I have this Night ſecured 
the Safety of my Widow, Your Friend Gratian, be- 
cauſe of his Wounds,' is only lock'd in his Chamber, 
and may take his Reſt ns otherwiſe, For the qther 
part of the Family, I care not to make Excuſes, 0 

Thus flill vb Power in hand, we treat of eas: 
But when 'ti; ratify'd, Suſpicion! ceaſe -:- + 
The Conquer 4 to recruiting Labours move; 
Like me the Victor, crowns his Eaſe with Love. 
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By Mr. Duke of Cambridge. | 
17 ot long, ſince In the noſſ Pit } 


Tumultwons FaQtion ſat the Fudge of Wity 

There Knaves afpplanded what their Blockheads writ, 
At a Whig-Brother's Play, the bawling Crowd 

Burſi out in Shouts, a1 zealous, and a1 loud, 
Ai when ſom Member's four H lechlon - Reer 
Gain; the mad Voice of a whole Drunken-Ahire. 

And yet, even then, our Poet's Truth was try , 
Tho“ 'twas a deviliſh Pull to ſtem the Tide; 
And the' he n er did Line of Treaſon write, 
Not maus one Rocket on Houten Befle's Night, 
8hth wat his Furt uns, * good hit Gan ſt, 
Ev's then he M hot we of 1 
He that could then eſtape, tow bolder grow. 
Since the Whig: Tide run out, the Loyal flows, 
4 you who lately here profurms'd to bawl, 
Take 2 K gur brethren at Guild:-Hal! ; 
The Spirit of Rebellion where 14 quell'd, 
Aud here your Poe 's Acts are all repent'd; F 
Impartia 4 has reſum'i again 
Her awful Seat, nor bear! the Sword in vain. 
The Stage /hall laſh the Follies of the Times, 
And the Law's Vengeance overtake the Crimes. 
The Perjur'd Wretch ſhall no Protection gain 
From his; diſhonour'd Robe and Golden Chain; 
But fland expo, d to all th' inſulting Town, 
While rotten Rags bedawb the Scarlet Gown. 
Pack hence betimes, you that were never ſparing 
To fave the Land, and dam' your ſelves, by Swearing. 
25 Shou d the wile City now, to eaſe your Fears, 
Exec an Office to mſure your Eargz "0 | 
Thither f ach Numerous 8 bs q Witneſſes, Nun 
And Juries, conſcious of their Guilt won d preſs,. 
That io the Chamber Hence might more be gain'd, 
Than ever Mother Creſwell from it drein 1 F 
An Perjury to the Orphnas Bank reflore mr. 
Whatever Whoredom r0bb'd it of before. 
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MDCC XXXIV. 


To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES 


EARL of Middleſex. 


4 L 0 R D, 
Am ſufficiently babe 
4, | (S/] 


of my own Arrogance, 
in that being almoſt 
Aa Stranger to every 
thing of You but your Fame, I 


A 3 durſt 


The DEDICATION. 

durft obtrude ſo abje& a Trifle 
as this, under the Patronage of 
fo eminent a Perſon; but that 
generous Candour, wherewith 
You oblige all the World, gave 
me Courage to hope You might 
at leaſt pardon this firſt Offence 
in me. And though, perhaps, 
the beſt Preſents of this nature 
may not be more than ordinary 
grateful; yet I bave here my 
Wiſhes, if the Sincerity of my 
Zeal may atone for the Mean- 
nels of the Offering: That is 
the fartheſt Proſpect I take, 
which whilſt I have in view, I 
dare not (though, perhaps as 
juſtly as ſome others have done [I 


might) complain of the Cenſures 
124 of 
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of the World; for ſince I've 
heard that Your Lordſhip prov'd 
indulgent, I were unworthy of 
the Favours You beſtow'd, ſhould. 
I be concern'.| at the Malice or 


Petulancy of thoſe, vho (alas!} 


vill needs think it Modiſh to be 
Critical, but in the mean while, 
forgec*cis as Gerttile to be Civil. No, 
my Lord, tis under Your Umbrage 
only I would court Protection, to 
whom Heav'n has given a Soul, 
whoſe Endowments re as much 
above Flattery, as it ſelf abhors 
it; and which are as impoſſible 


to be deſcrib'd, as I am unable 


to comprehend them. But. as 
pooreſt Pilgrims, when they viſic 
Shrines, will make ſome Preſcnts 
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The DEDICATION. 
where they kneel : So I have here 
brought mine, by your own 
Goodneſs only made worthy to 
be preſerv'd; in whoſe Defence 
I can ſay nothing more, than 
that with it all wy beſt Endea- 
vours are, and ever ſhall be rea- 
dy to teſtify how much I am, 
my Lord, 


De moſt earneſt of Your 
Servants and Admirers, 


Taro. OTw AY. 


PROLOGU 


Spoken by Mr. Harris. 


N Ever did Rymer greater Hazard run, 

Mongſt us by your Severity undone: - 
Though aue, alas! to oblige ye have done moſt, | 
And bought ye Pleaſures at your own ſad coſt : 

Zet all our beft, Endeawours hade been loft. 

So oft a States-man lab ring to be good, 

His Honeſty's for Treaſon underſtood : ITY 
” fome falſe flattering Minion of the Court; 

Shall play the Traitor, and be honour'd fort. 

To you known Judges of what's Senſe and Wit, | 
Our Author fevears he gladly will ſubmit: 8 
But . there's a fort. of things infeſt the Pit, | 
That will be witty, ſpite of Nature too, 

And to be thought ſo, haunt and peſter you. 

 Hither ſometimes thoſe Would\be Wits repair, 

In queft of you; where if you not appear, 
Crys ons Pugh ! Damn me what do we do here? Y; 
Straight up he. flarts, his Garniture then puts 

In order, fo he Cocks, and out he L 

To. th Coffee-Houſe, where he about him lobt: 

Spies Friend, cries ack — De bren to Night at th Duke's; : 
The fl Rogues are. all unde, my Dear, 

J gad ] not one of Senſe that I ſaw there: 

Thus to himſelf. he'd Reputation gather 

Of Wit, and good | Acquaintance, but: has neither. 

Wit has indeed a Stranger been of late, 

"Mongft its Pretenders nought ſo ſtrange as that. 

Beth Houſes too too long a Faft have known, 

That coarſef Nonſenſe goes moſt glibly donun. 

Thus though this Trifler never wrote before, 

Yet faith he wentur'd on the common Score: 

Since Nonſenſe is fo generally allow'd, 

He. hopes that his may paſs amongſt the Crowd, 


A. 5 Dramatis: 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


ii. Mr. Medburn. 


Alcibiades, General of 1 but fled | 
thencein diſcontent, and made Gene- 6 Mr. Batterton. 
ral of Sparta, betrothed to Timandra. 


Tiſſaphernes, the old General of $ parta. Mr. Sanford. 


Patreclus, his Son, and Friend to Alci- 
biades. ; 8 Mr. Crerdy. 


Theramnes, the now Athenian Gene- : . 


ral, in Love with T:mandra. 


Polyndus, a young N oble of Athens, . i 2. 
8 . Mr. Gillow. 


W O M E N. 


Deidamia, Queen of Sparta, in ov Mrs. Mary Lee. 


with Alcibiadet. 


Timandra, a noble Athenian Lad 
betrothed to Alcibiades. y 3 Mrs. Batterton, 
Draxilla, Siſter to Aleibiadis, and T 
her Friend. | -K bs 5 Mrs. Barry. 
rdella, y ae to 
Queen of Sparta. Mrs, Gillow. 


Prieſts and Prieſteſſes of Hymen, Spirits, Guards, 
| Meſſengers, Villains, Ladies, & Co 
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ALCI 


7. — 


Rüde 


A Nn 
SCENE, 4 Palace. 


Enter Timandra and Draxilla, 


Shouts without, Theramnes! Thiramnes ! Theramns !” 


| Enter a Servant. 
T1m ANDR A, 


— 


eg Sv, Oh all your Hopes are croſt, 
he Gallant A/cibiadet is loit, 
e Wie Taft N Youth 
s, — When laſt Night the Youth: 
MIS of Athens late 1 
Roſe up the Orgia to celebrate, 
The Bacchanali, all hot and drunk with Wine, 
He led to the Amiga 'T hund'fer's Shrine ;, 
And there his Image ſeated on a Throne, 
They violently took and tumbled down: 
This Oe Theramnes got. 
To ſupplant him, and his own ends promotez; 
For by the Senate he was doom'd to bleed, 
And that his Rival ſhou'd in all ſucceed ;, 
But he, the threatning Danger to evade, 
Is to the Spartan Camp, for Refuge fled: 
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And now, by Order from the Senate, all 

With Shouts proclaim Theramnes General. 
Tun. But is he fled? Has he ſo meanly done, 
To leave me to be wretched here alone? | 
Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth! 


Oh too unkind, falſe, and unconſtant Vouth! [ Ex. Ser. 


Drax. Madam, believe not but my Brother's juſt, 
You wrong his Honour by this mean Diſtruſt ; | 
Think you that Diſtance can his Love rebate? 

Tim. Thy young Experience never felt the Weight 


Of Lovers Fears; if juſt, he'll eafily 


Excuſe that Love, that breeds this Jealouſy. have; 
Drax. But, Madam, for theſe Doubts no grounds you: 
Tim. Alas! goask of Madmen why they rave. 5 


What more could Fate do to augment my Woe? 


J love, am mad, and know not what I do. 
I, who before had nothing in my Eyes 
But Glory and Love growing to Delight; 
Like Chymiſts waiting for their Labours Prize, 
My Hopes are daſh'd and ruin'd in their height. 
Drax. Alas, we but with weak Intelligence 
Read Heav'ns Decrees; th'are writ in Myitick Senſe.. 


For were they open laid to mortal Eyes, 


Men would be Gods, or they no Deities. 
Perhaps tie wiſer Pow'rs thought fit this way 
To' give your growing Happineſs allay, 
Leſt ſnould it in its high Perfection come, 


| Your Soul for the Reception might want Room. 


Tim. Thy Reaſons, kind Draxilla, weakly move: 
What Woman e'er complain'd of too much Love? 
No, had I naked to the World been left, 

Of Honour, and its gaudy Plumes bereft, 
Yet all theſe I with Gladneſs could refign, 

So Alcibiades had ſtill been mine; | 
But he remov'd, what can they give alone ? 
What is the Casket when the Jewel's gone? 

Drax. Madam, if he be gone, tis to obtain 
A nobler Luſtre, and return * | 
Think you his great Soul could with Patience ſee 
His rifled Honours heap'd on“ 


And 


And not his Rage have grown to that exceſs,. 
As muſt have ruin d all your Happineſs?  _ 
But he withdrew, and like a zealous Hermit did. forego- 
Thoſe little Toys, to gain a Heav'n in you. 3 
Tim. That Zeal muſt needs be very weak and faint;. 
That let's the Votary forſake his Saint; 5 | 
No, he is happy in ſome other Flame, 
And from his Breaſt has blotted out my Name: 
So that there nothing more remains for me, 
But a kind Death, or a long Miſery. 
But Death» alone's th' unhappy Lover's Eaſe;. 
That ſeals up to us an Eternal Peace; 
By that our Souls to endleſs Pleaſures move;, 
And we enjoy an everlaſting Love. 
Yet ere I die, as die I feel I muſt,. 
To Alcibiades I would be juſt, 
Fain would I let him know how I reſign _ 
All in him, that his paſt Vows had made mine: 
Then to its Seat in Peace my Soul ſhould fly, 
And calmly at my Lover's Feet I'd die. 
Draxilla, for thy. Friend, what couldſt thou do? 
Drax. Madam, I could do any thing for you ;. 
I know not what you'd ask me I'd deny, 
Except that cruel thing, to ſee you. die. 
Tim, Some ſafe Diſguiſes for us then provide, 
From watchful Eyes our ſudden Flight to. hide ;. 
Hence to the Spartun Camp [1] forthwith move, 
Born on the Wings of Jealouſy and Love ; 
For I'm reſolv'd to know the worſt of Fate; 
I wou'd be bleſt ; can be unfortunate; 
Since tis the only thing of Heav'n I crave, . 
To meet a faithful Lover, or a Grave. 

Theramnes at the Door. | 
ber. Stay, kind Polindus, here, « oY 
Whilſt I go pay my juſt Devotion there: [ Stepping to Tim. 

See, faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here 
Your faithfulleſt and humbleſt Worſhipper, 
Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice, * | 
To thoſe Eternal Glories of your Eyes; 


Tt 
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It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere, 
As the chaſte Vows of holy Veſtals are; | 
Accept, Divine one, and pronounce my Doom. 
Tim. Are you, my Lord, to mock my Sorrows come? 
Ther, No, (guided by my Love). I humbly eame 
To pay my Duty, and preſent my Flame. 
Tim. What Flame or Duty can you owe to me? 
Der. Next what the Holy ts the Deity, 
When they for Bleſſings at the Altars moves. 
'Tis Adoration, Madam, join'd with Love. 
Tim, Love!I — that had been ere this o erblow H) 
I'm ſure it had ſmall Hopes to live _ T | 
Ther, 'That Love, which only tedious Hopes ſuſtain, 
Ts a dull, eaſy, and ignoble Pain: 
Mine's an enlivening and tranſporting Fire, | 
Whole Flames increaſe, and. ſtill are piercing higher. 
Tim. Yes, as from Piles fome wilder Flames eſſay 
To mount, but baffled part in Fumes away z 
So all that Love, you now ſe ſtrongly boaſt, 
Sever'd from Hope in a weak Vapour's lottz 
But you too urgent in your Suit appear. 
Ther, Oh what's teo urgent for a Joy ſo dear! 
Tim. Since then you Conſtancy fo firmly vow, | 
Worthy Theramnes, here I do ſo too. [Giver ber Hand. 
They, Thus, when the Storms of Love are overpait, 
We gain the wiſht-for Port of Bliſs at laſt, 


I n&er could doubt [Kits ber Hand, 
Tim, =—="Then know I ne'er can ceaie 5 
From my vow'd Love to Aleibiader. F 


Ther, I'm loſt, and all theſe Joys 1 ſaw.fo near, 
Vaniſh, and leave me * in Deſpair; 
Thus, Madam, barb'rous Cruelty y'ave ſhown, 
Raiſing me up only to throw me down, 

Tim, Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 
How much I am oblig'd t'your Love and You, 
Since you ſuch ample Kindneſs did expreſs, 
In favour of my Alcibiader; 
How poly did you envy the Efteem - 
I for his matchleſs Virtues had, and Him! . 


©@Y of. 
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When finding him abandon'd by the State, 
You, to advance your Int'reſt, did create 
New Feudsjan_ (- ; 
As if my Love were balancd by his Fate: 
No, he nobler Charms my Breaſt to move, 
Unblemiſh'd Honour, and a ſpotleſs Love; 
Which though perhaps now know another Flame, 
Yet I have Love and Paſſion for their Name. 
Ther. Am I then of all hopes of Bliſe debarr'd? 
Oh too ſoft Charms ſway'd by « Heart too hard 
Tim. Y are ſomething diſcompos'd, Sir, 1 perceive, 
And 'tis but Modeſty to take my leave. 
Ther. Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate 
Tim, If Pity, Sir, is all you asl, take that. [ ſcoff! 
Ther, Heav'ns, can ſhe at thoſe Chains ſhe gave me 
Tim. You at your Pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake 'em off, 
| [Exeant Tim. and Drax. 
Enter Polyndus. 
Pol. How fares my noblett Friend ? 
Ther, —A.As thoſe who are 
Tott'ring upon the Brinks of dire Deſpair ; 
Help and retrieve me'with thy affiſting Hand, 
Love thruſts me forwavd, and I cannot ſtand. 
Pol. Then, Sir, tun back, and face your driving Foe. 
Der. Alas! what can a fetter'd Captive do ? 
The more I ſtrive, the faſter I am bound, 
As ign'rant Swimmers are with firaggling drown'd. 
Pol. Timandre ſurely can't in Honour lefh, 
Than crown your Love with proſperous Succeſh, 
When ſhe believes (as certainly ſhe muſt) 
That Alibiades is prov'd unyjult, 
Ther, Alas, ſhe loves him with much greater Flame, 
And pays Devotion to his very Name: 
Diftance adds de their. Loves a Violence ; 
And their Souls held from far Intelligence. 
Thus my miſtaking Policy out run 
My Fate; and l'm by my own Plots undone. 
Pol. Why do you let your Soul be ſo oppreſt? 
"Tis Patience beſt befits a gallant Breaſt, 


Wer. 
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Ther. Patience! What's that? the Miſtreſs of tame Fools 


That can in nothing elſe employ their Souls: 
No; ſince Timand»a, thou canſt diſapprove: 
My juſt Flame for an abſent Rival's Love, 
I'll find that Rival out, and ſnatch his Breath, 
Though ev'ry Step I tread encounter Death. 
Pol. Now, Sir, y\are brave 
Already you've difarm'd Timandra's Charms, 
Methinke I fee 105 rev'ling in her Arme! 
Let's then o'th' Wings of Love and Honour fly 
To. th' Field, and meet th“ inſulting Enemy : 
Where through the Paths of Death.and Blood we'll ge 
To meet your Rival, and his Country's Foe: 
. by "be oo of NM, — 
Shall a urage to your u'ring Arms. 
But if Fate the Succeſs ſo order hall! 1 
That by your Rival's Sword * chance to fall: 
I then a Honour juſtly will command, 
Inſpir'd by Friendſhip and Tun Name; 


Will bravely ſtem him, and with this bold Hand 


Revenge, or fall a Victim to your Flame. | 
They. noble generous Youth ! whoſe tender Years 


Such gallant Courage and ſuch Honour wear ! 

How can my Aims but in my Wiſhes end, 1 Embraces 

That have fo worthy and ſo brave a Friend ? him. 

Come, my Pond | 
Poel. — On my Friend Ill wait, 

Through all the Labyrinths of Love and Fate, [Exeant. 


SCENE II. The Tent of a Pavilion Royal; the King 
and Queen of Sparta, Alcibiades, Tiſſaphernes, Patro- 
clus, Guards, Ladies, &c. 

King. Now muſt proud Athens lay her Triumphs down, 

And pay her Glory's Tribute to my Crown - 

No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, 

Nor make diſadvantageous 25 for fear; 

But ſhe her ſelf. muſt in SubjeRion come, 


And humbly at my Feet expect her Doom. 
Ji / Yes, Sir, all Glories muſt, when yours break forth, 


Go out, and loſe their Beauty, and their Worth ; 
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And like falſe Angels vaniſh and be gone, 
— thoſe Shapes they durſt before put on. 

Pat. Athens, the World's great Miſtreſs, will not be 
Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry, 
Her Glory aims at higher Characters, 

Thin heavy Gown- men clad in formal Furrs : 

Who wins her Deeds bove common Fate mult do 

And ſo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. 

King. Yes! and I only will enjoy her too. 

Bt noble generous Youth, thou haſt alone [To Aleibiades. 


Things worthy the Athenian Honour done: 


Thou like a tow'ring Eagle foar'dit above 

That lower Orb in which they faintly move! 

A Flight too high for their dull Souls to uſe, 

Which prompted em that Honour to abuſe; 

Thinking their Baſeneſs ithey might palliate, 

With the dark Cloud of Policy and State. 

But let them that dark Myſtery purſue, 

By Worth and Honour Empires greateſt grow 
hich when abus'd, their 7 3 

As revem'd Proſpe&ts make the Object les, 
Ale. Yours, Sir, like Heav'ns great Soul, is general 

2 its kind Influence on all. | 

This makes Succeſs and Victory repair, 

To move with you as in their proper Sphere 

As fragrant Dews leave the corrupter Earth, 

Exhal'd by th' Sun, from whom they had their Birth. 
King. The truth of that we by = Laurels know, 

Conqueſt your Arms Triumph till waits your Brow3 

By your Succeſs th“ Athenian Greatneſs roſe, 

Your Courage ſcatter'd their inſulting Foes; 

And from that Height to which by you th'are grown, 

'Tis your Succeſs alone muſt throw 'em down. 

Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force 

And all thoſe Honours you were robb'd of there, 

We'll make our Study to-redouble here. 
Ti/. And |, (if that my Malice tell me true) 

As diligently ſhall his Plagues purſue. [M/ide. 
lc. Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, 

I the Succeſs muſt to your Virtue awe. 


The 
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The Honour and the Juſtice of pour Cauſe 
So glorious are, Fate muſt from them take Laws t 
So you oer Athens this Advantage have, 
You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. 
King. ay , my Neben now thy Eaſe, 
And plant Laurels in the Shades of Peace. 
The Glories thou haſt won ſo num' rous are, 
They ſeem as many as thy Age can bear. 
But if thy ſpacious Soul thou canſt confine 
Within this narrow Manſion of mine, 
Be this the utmoſt of thy Wiſhes Bound, 
Poſſeſs his grateful Heart, whoſe Had th'aſt Crown d. 
 Tif. Heav'n knows my Age does feel na ſharper Sting, 
Than to want Pow'r to ſerve ſo good a King. 5 
But ſince Time tells me that my Glaſs is run, 
Setting me backward where I firſt begun; 
Since no way elle they can their Duty ſhow, 5 


T'll only employ my Hands to Heav'n for you: 
And what my Sword can't, may Devotion do. 
King. How truly he a glorious Monarch is, 
That's crown'd with Bleſlings ſo ſublime as theſe ! 
How can I but in all things happy _ HS 
Propt by ſuch Courage and ſuch Piety? 
To me, with Gods, Similitude is giv'n 3 | 
Tis Pow'r-and Virtue that ſupports their Heav'n. 
Our Royal Standard to the Ole bear, 
' alarm it to Obedience, or to War. 
To morrow muſt decide th' Athenian Fate, & Exeunt Om. 
This Day to Joy and Eaſe we'll conſecrate. & pret. Til. 
Ti/. Ungrateful King! thy fhallow' Aims purſue ; 
But, my brisk Upſtart Fav'rite, have at you. 
Was it for this my Active Youth I ſpent 
In War? and knew ne Dwelling but a Tent! 
Have I for this through Invious Mountains paſt? 
Demoliſh'd Cities, and laid Kingdoms waſte? 
Still in his Cauſe unweary'd Courage ſhown ? 
And almoſt hid his Head in Crowns I won! 
Upon my Breaſt receiv'd ſo many Scars, 


They ſeem a War deſcrib'd in Characters 
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And muſt the Harveſt of my Toil and Blood, 
on a fawning Rebel be beſitow'd; 
ho having falſe to his own Country been, 
Comes here to play his Treaſong ger again? 
Muſt he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, 
And revel in the Glories I have won? 
Whilſt from my Honours they me diſengage, 
With a dull Compliment to feeble Age. 
W hat ails this hardy Hand, that yet it ſhou'd 
Tremble at Death, or ſtart at reeking Blood ? 
Methinks this Dagger I as firmly hold, [Draws a Dagger. 
And with a Strength as reſolute and bold, 
As he who kindly would its Point impart, 
A Preſent to an envy'd Fav'rite's Heart; 
And I, fond Youth, will try to work thy Fall, 
Though with my own I crown thy Funeral. 
Envy and Malice from your Manſions fly, 
Reſign your Horror and. your Snakes to ane ; 
For I'll act Miſchieſ yet to you unknown; 
Nay, you ſhall all be Saints when 1 come down. {[Exit. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


SCENE, A Grove adjoining to the Spartan Camp. 
Enter Timandra and Draxilla. 


Tim. WHAT uncouth Roads afflicted Lovers paſs! 
| How ſtrange, prepoſt'rous Steps their Sorrows 
Oh, Alcibiades, if thou art Juſt, | [trace! 


Forgive th' Exceſs of Love that bred Diſtruſt. 

Driven by that, diſguis'd I hither came, 

Yet here and ev'ry where my Grief's the ſame. 

But kind Draxilla's Friendſhip can diſpel * 
The thickeſt Clouds that on ſad Boſoms dwell: 

That does alleviate my Griefs, and give 

My weary'd Soul a ſoft and kind Reprieve; 

Which ever to forget, would be as hard, 


And as impoſlible, as to reward. 
Drax. 
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Drax. The ſerving you, my Happineſs ſecures, 
I'm only ſomething by my being yours 3 
Since equally with yours, my Hopes were croſt, 
When in your Lover I a Brother loit ; | 
Then like an Orphan, deſtitute and bare 
Of all, but Miſery and {ad Deſpair, 

Your Kindneſs gave my yielding Spirits reſt, 
And rai:'d me to a Dwelling in your Breaſt: 
Then ought I not, in all, a Soul reſign 
To eaſe her Griefs that kindly pity'd mine? 

Tim. In that 1 did what Honour urg'd me to. 

Drax, And Honour tells me Gratitude is due, 

Tim, But how grows Gratitude to that Degree, 
To be afflicted thus, and weep for me? 

Drax. Alas! that is the leaſt that I could do; 
To our worſt Enemies our Tears we owe. 
Friendſhip to ſuch a noble height ſhould riſe, 

As their —— does in Sacrifice, 

Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, 
Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 

With as great Courage could I for you die, 
And my triumphant Soul to Heav'n ſhould fly; 
There I again my Friendſhip would renew, 


And lay up chiefeſt Joys in ſtore for you. [take! | 


Tim. What vaſt and boundleſs Flights does Friendſhip 
Beyond what Search can ſee, or Fancy track! 
"Tis the Improvement of the Part divine, 
When Souls in their Seraphick Tranſports join ; 
In Souls united, ſo we Friendſhip ſee, 
As many Glories make a Deity. 
Enter Alcibiades from the back part of the Scenes. 
Drax. Madam, yonder he comes who muſt retrieve 
Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive. _ 
Tim. My Alcibiades ! how I begin 
To think my miſplac'd Jealouſy did fin! 
Go meet him, ſeem all troubled and in Tears, 
And with the Tale I taught thee, wound his Ears: 
Mean while I will withdraw my ſelf this way, 
Nor would my ſwelling Paſſions let me ſtay. | 
| [Goes to the * 
A, Co 
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Ale. What airy Vifions o'er my Eyes there move, 
Like the good Genius of an abſent Love! 
Where-e'er I turn me, I methinks eſpy 
Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. 

Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach, 
To make 'em fancy what they cannot reach, 

For oh, Divine One! 

How ſickly Joys Honour and Greatneſs grant, 
When thee the Glory of my Soul I want | 

Drax. My Lord | 

Ale. Guard me, ye Pow'rs! Draxilla here, 
And weeping too! Oh my Prophetick Fear { 

What is't your coming here would ſeem to tell? 
Relate, oh —_ is my Princeſs well ? 

Drax. Oh Sir! In that unhappy fatal Night, 
When to the Spartan Camp you took your Flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove, 

Both to forſake your Country and your Love; 
e and my ſelf, as — were ; 

n her Apartment, grieving for your Fate: 
No ſooner, with ul Jealouſies oppreſt, 
Her wearied Soul in Sleep ſought after Reſt, 
But Grief new Scenes of Miſery brought in, 

And play'd in Dreams its Horrors o'er again: 

Sometimes her tender Arms ſhe'd forward firetch, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch: 
Weary'd with Grief, ſhe then would milder be, 
And in a hollow Sigh ſend out, Ah Me! 
At laſt ſhe roſe, and bout the Chamber walkt; 
Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood ſtill and talkt: 
Anon, repeat ſome ſhort and pithy Pray'r; 
Again grew wild, and tear her precious Hair; 
*Till having ſo wreught Sorrow to that height, 
That her Soul grew too tender for the Weight: 
Ere I my Courage could collect, to go 

And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow, 

She with her Dagger ſtabb'd her ſelf, and ſaid, 
Thus * Timandra, that unhappy Maid, 

Alc. Ye Gods! Is't — * you diſpenſe, 
To lay th' Reward of Guilt on Innocence ? What 
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What though theſe ſacrilegious Hands have thrown 
Your Images, thoſe Pageant Glories, down! 
Muſt you Revenge on her I lov'd transfer ? 

You might have plagu'd me, fo y'ad pity'd her. 
But thus I'll ſend my Soul, where it may tell 

She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well > 


[Offers to fall on his Sword, but is hindredby Draxilla, 


Oh Sifter ! do not hinder me my Death; 
Sighs are the only Uſe I've left of Breath: 
One Blow will put an end to Grief and me. 
Enter Timandra. 
Tim. That, Sir, you muſt not do, nor muſt I fee. 


[Alcibiades farts. 


Why fly you back? Nay, if you ſhun me now, 
I ſhall grow apt to think my Fears too true. | 
Alc. Oh Heav'ns ! does then my dear Timandra live! 
The Joy's too mighty for me to receive ; 
This was the greateſt Bliſs Heav'n had to give. 
How 2 did my impious Rage profane 
Your Goodneſs! oh but waſh away that Stain, 
Then I with Victims will your Altars load, 
And have a Sacrifice for ev'ry God: 
'Till by thoſe holy Fires this black Offence 
Be purg'd, and purify'd to Innocence. 
But Deareſt, how could you ſo cruel be, 
To let ſuch Blifs be dreſs'd in Mifery ? 
To tell me you were dead HEELS, 
How could you think but th” Horror of that Breath 
Muſt damp my Soul, and chill me into Death) 
Tim. Alas! my Fears could find out no Relick | 
But thus t'aſſault you in the garb of Grief; 
This Trial of your Faith my Joy ſecures, 
As Thunders uſher in refreſhing Showers. 
” Alc. Let us no longer then to Doubts give way, 
But haſte to th Conſummation of our Joy ; 
So with our bright united Flames, diſpel 
Thoſe anxious Miſts that on our Boſoms dwell, 
Being of no othes Jealouſy poſſeſt, 
But which ſhall kindeſt prove, and love the heſt. 

Tim. And when our faithful happy Herts ſhull he 
Firmer united by that ſacred Tie, How 
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How in an endleſs Road of Bliſs we'll move, 
Steering our Motions by our perfect Love! 
There we with Pleaſure will recount each Woe, 
Which we have paſs'd, and others undergo. - 
There we'll reflect o'th' various Hopes and Fears, 
The mournful Sighs and the impatient Tears 
Of diftreſt Lovers, whilſt we'll kindly thence, 
Through a ſtrange myſtical intelligence, | 
Give em Redreſſes by our Influence: 
Till fo, by ours 81 
Their full grown Joys receive a happy Birth, 
As Planets in their kind Conjunctions bleſs the Earth. 
Alc. Then, my Timandra, to our Bliſs let's fly, 
There's but one Minute more to Ecttaſy. [Exeunt. 
Enter Queen and Ardella. _ 
Queen. Oh my Ardella, whither ſhall IT turn? 
I'm all o'er Flame, in ev'ry part I burn, 
Ard. Your Majeſty — 
Queen. Fool, Majeſty! what's that? 
Th' ill: natur'd Pageant mockery of Fate; 
When her ungrateful ſportive Pow'r ſhe'd ſhow, 
Raiſing us hi | | 
To bar us of the Benefits below. 
But I'll her ſervile Policy deſpiſe, 
And make her ſtoop to Love's great Victories. 
'Th' Almighty Pow'r of Heav'n camedown from thence, 
To ctaſte the Sweets of am'fous Excellence: 
Why then ſhould Prmces, that are Gods below, 
Think that a Sin which Heav'n is proud to do 
Ard. But Madam, is it not à cruel thing 
T'abuſe a loving Husband, and kind King ? | 
Queen. Dull Girl, thou know'ft not what a Husband is. | 
Alas, they never reach the height of Bliſs, | 
But ignorantly with Love's Magick play, | 
Till they raiſe Spirits they want Pow'r to lay. 
In that brave Alcibiadis there (warm. 
So many Graces, he's all over Charm, 
Such killing Airs in each part of him move, 
His /Brows dart Majefly,. and his Eyes Love: 


Oh 
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Oh my Ardella, I am loſt in Thought! 
I fain would have thee——yet tis falſe, I'd not. 

Ard. Madam, your Royal Pleaſure but relate, 

T'll be as faithful, and as firm as Fate. 

Queen. Art thou then skilful in Love's ſubtle Arts, 
Cunningly to lay Ambuſcades for Hearts? | 
Canſt thou expreſs a melting kind Deſire, 

And give a feeling Draught of Love's ſoft Fire? 
Ard. Madam, io ſubt'ly I'll his Heart betray, 

As one, who by ſome great Magician's Pow'r, 
Is hurry'd through the Regions in an Hour, 
And for return again can find no way. 

geen. My better Angel! Fly then ſwift as Time, 
Or Thought; thou gain ſt a Queen in gaining him. 
But uſe ſuch Secrecy as ſtolen Loves ſheuld have, 
Be dark as the huſht Silence of the Grave. 

Ard. Madam, diſtruſt not but that I ſhall ds, 
Both what is to your Love and Honour due. 

Queen. Honour! a very Word; an ny Name: 
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame 
Give me the Soul that's large and unconfin'd ; 

Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind : 

Nature was then in her firſt Excellence, 

When undiſturb'd with puny Conſcience, 

Man's Sacrifice was Pleaſure, his God, Senſe. 
Enter Tiflaphernes, 

Ti/. Madam, by th' King's Command I'm to you ſent, 
Who attends your Royal Preſence in his Tent, 


tn, | go Extunt n and Ard. 
9 all is ripe, nll we 28 8 


Treaſon walk Hand in Hand with Deſtiny, 

And both in a kind Aſpe& ſmile on me. 

Now the whole Court proceeds to ſolemnize 

The Nuptials of proud A/cibiader. 

Where ne — rp as I'd wiſh combine, 

To give a happy End to my Deſign. - 

It is the Cuſtom at a Marriage Feaſt, 

The Brldegroom | | 
Gueſt, 


With a full Bowl preſents his chiefeſt 


The 


J 
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The Cups, by my great Secrecy and Care, 
With ſtrongeſt Potion all infected are: 
Which when our Alcibiades ſhall bring, 

And offer as his Duty to the King, 

The Poiſon and his ſudden Death will ſeem 
Fully a traiterous Deſign in him. 
Then muſt the Crown deſcend on me, and ſo 


I feaſt my Rage, and my Ambition too. 8 


Let Cowards Spirits ſtart at Cruelty, 
Remorſe has ſtill a Stranger been to me. 
I can look on their Pains with the ſame Eyes, 
As Prieſts behold the falling Sacrifice. 
W hilſt they yell out the Horror of their Moans, 
My Heart ſhall dance teth' Muſick of their Groans. Lait. 
Enter Captain of the Guards. 
Capt. Look that your Care and Diligence be great, 
See the Guards doubled, and each Cent'nel (et. [Exil. 


The Scene drawn; diſtovers the Tent of a Pavilion; in it 
an Altar, behind which are ſeated the King and Queen, 
attended by Tiſlaphernes, Patroclus, and the ret of the 
Camp; about the Altar fland ſeveral Prieſt; of Hy men. 


King. Each Day brings ſome ſurprize of Pleaſure, here 
Love vies his Triumphs with the God of War. 
Six Prieſts of Hymen Dance. 
The Dance ended, Enter chief Prieſt and Prieſteſi of Hy men, 
Prieſt leading Tn, and the Prieſtæſi Alcibiades. 
71 nos. | | 
Diſtracting „ 
Heart-breaking Sobs and reſtleſe Tears 
Fly to the Breaſts that are 
Wrackt with Deſpair : 
In this, 
Priefieſi. Or this, 
Cho, No Tears but thoſe of Joy, no Pantings but of BliG 
Priefleſi. Ves, yes, by Love alone welcs — {| 
On Earth the Glorles of a Deity : 
For 't the greateſt Work above, 
'To be Innocent, and Love, 
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Thoſe then that flame fo nobly here, 


What raviſhing Delights muſt they have there! [Love, 


| _ Cho. Who on to their Honour are juſt, and their 

Muſt reap o _ Bleſſings * 1 | 

Prieft. 's then proceed, and 's Aid implore, 

To ec thoſe Hands whoſe Hearts were link'd before. 

Priefleſs. Agreed. 

Prieſt. Agreed. 

Priefleſs. Agreed. 
p N 2 _ | 

C0. 50 en, come away, 
Crown —— Wiſhes of this Day. 4 : 
See, ſee theſe pure refined Defires Fires. 
Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch, to improve their 


Whilft this Chorus it nging. Hy men enter; with his Torch, 
and joins their Hands with a Wreath of Roſes, which 
the Prieſteſs firikes with her — and breaks, then 
they ur both Parts upon the . 


ThisCer ended, a Dance is perform'd Priefts 
and Priefiefſe of Hymen, all carry 2 ford 44) 
Jhort Spears muffi'd with Flowers and Bought of Fruit 
after which a Bowl it brought in, and prefented to Al- 
cibiades, «who immediately upon the receipt bows to the 
King, aue deſcend: awith the Queen, and receiver the 
Bowel of him, then ſpuakt. 
King. To ſhow how fret a Reverence I have 
For ev'ry thing that leya! is, and brave, 


[Drawing near t Tiflaphiernes, 
This ſignal Moneur only due to me, 
Thus Ti/aphernerl] confer on thee, [ Profents hin the Ben.. 


ow onfuſion | What means this? 
ing, Nay, do not ſtart, 
It is the Offering of a grateful Heart: 
Come drink to ſuch a Depth as may expreſs 
Thy Wishes for their Joy, and Sr, Happineſs. 
17 I muſt obey your Mey Lac. 
DProffering to fink lets fall r Neu, and h to ſeuoon 
Pat. Alas my Father! Fa 
| ng. 
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King. How fares our worthy Friend? 


Hence quickly, fot our chief Phyſicians ſend. 
So much this aged Hero I eſteem, 


I rather could 1— with my Crown than him. 


7i/. My Health, Sir, needs no other help than this, [/aint{. 
That you will pardon its Infirmities. 
The Wine was of ſo ſtrong an Excellence, 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senſe. 
Alarum qwithout, Enter Officer. 

OF. Dread Sir, your Camp th' Athenian Force alarms; 
Without the City Gates th'appear in Arms. 
And with a numerous and warlike Train, | 
Begin their March upon the neighb'ring Plain. 

Their bleody Enſigus all diſplay'd appear, 

And hold an am'rous Combat with the Air: 

Looſly they fly; and with a wanton Play, 

Seem to ſalute the Sun-beamg in their way : 

Whilſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, | 

As if with Muſick they'd charm ViQory. 
And this triumphant Pride does higher grow, 
That they may make a Conqueſt fit for you. 

King. "Tis well; ev'ty Battalia reinforce 

With my late freſh Supplies of Per/fan Horſe, 

Their Fate no longer will delay endure} 

Prepare to fight em in this very Hour, 

I'd have this Day hereafter fanious be 

For the Renown of Love and Victory. (Shout: from afar 
Offi Th 5 22 0 * * 

* - e Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 
And with ;norkolay! bse z plerce the Alr, 

King, 86 Neafts decreed for laughter, ere they fall, 
With their own Bell'wings ring their Funeral. 
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"Ne E N E the Camp. 


Enter Tiſſaphernes. 


7. I URS E on my niggard Stars; they were ſo poor, 
— That my Revenge prov'd greater than their 

My Fury had begot ſo vaſt a Birth, [Pow'r: 
Fate wanted Strength enough to bring it forth. 

f N [Trumpets 1077 off ſound a Charge. 
That ſprightly Sound darts fiercely . my Soul. 
Oh that I might one Minute Fate controul; 

Could but command one happy fatal Dart, 
To ſend it ſelf into the General's Heart. 
Huter King and Queen attended, [claitn 

King, Thus muff proud States ſubmit, when Monarchs 
They govern in @ fude diſorder' d Frame, 

As Stars it @ dim Senate rule the Night, 

Hit vaniſh at the Sun's mere potent Light. 

Athens now feels the Fury of my Heat 
A Pow'r like theirs, divided, can't be great: 

It may tumultuous and num'raus ſhow, 

But ne'er contract to give a fleady Blow, 

ten. In States, thoſe monſtrous many-headed Pow'rs, 
Their private Int'reſt publick Good devours, 

"Tis true, when in their Hands a Rule they gain, 
They know to uſe that Power, not maintain, 

Like Pirates in a Fleet, a while they may 
_ — but when by ſame juſter torcs 

0s'd | 
Each his own Safety ſeeks, and ſhrinks away. | 
/. You, Sir, have vanquiſh'd Emp'rors, fetter'd Kings: 

States are ſuch mean and deſpicable Things, 

Compar'd with other Glories y'ave ſubdu'd, 

Their Conqueſt ſeems but a ſoft Interlude, 

B [Trumpets from far ſound a Retreat. 


Enter 


* 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 

Me. This Minute, Sir, your Glories are compleat, 
The routed Enemy makes a faint Retreat? 
Victory, blaſhing they no- more could do, 

With a full Wing direQs her Flight to you. 
Ling. Thus, Deidamia, are our Wiſhes crown'd, DD 
Love and Renown in the ſame Sphere go round: 


Our laſting Loves draw laſting Victories, 


Whilſt Courage takes his Flame from Beauty's Eyes. 
Enter another —＋ er. | 
2 Me/. Thus hourly, Sir, freſh Glories you receive, 

Athens no more's your Enemy, but Slave. 

Like the ſad Ruins of a Hurricane, 

Their tatter'd 'Troops are ſcatter'd o'er the Plain, 


And in diſorder'd Parties make away. 


King. Relate, how went the Bus neſs of the Pay? 
Me/. Brave Alcibiades has Wonders done. 
Ne'er greater Courage Was in Sparta ſliswn. 
'I'r60ps were not able to withſtand his Shoek, 
Like Thunder from a Cloud his Fury broke 


On all his Enemies; and like that t69, 
_ Death and Amazement did attend each low; 


Long doubtful Fortune dally'd on her Wheel, 
And neither ſcem'd to move it, nor ftand till, 
„Till at the laſt the brave Polyndus fell, 

His Loſs did fo amaze the Enemy, 

That in diſorder they began to fly. 


Though ſo their Fate was but a while delay'd, 
For by our Gen'ral he was Captive made. 
At which again they did their Flight renew, 
With Numbers too ſo tatter'd and ſo few, 

It had been Barbariſm to purſue, 

Then fair Timandra, who from far had been 
An anxious Looker on this Tragick Scene, 
With all the haſte Joy could, or Love afford, 
Flies to congratulate her conqu'ring Lord; 
Now both in folemn Triumph this way move, 
To crown your Glories, as you crown'd their Love. 


Vet brave Theramnes rally'd in their Head; 0 
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Trumpets. Enter Alcibiades, Patroclus, Timandra, and 


Theramnes Priſoner: Alcibiades 4neels to the King. 
King. Sir, of your Brav'ry I've already heard, 

So much above the Power of Reward ; 

It were but juſt that I ſhould Homage do, 

And offer up Acknowledgments to you. 

Riſe, Sir, and give this Ceremony o'er, | 
The Poſture ill a Conqueror. Aleib. ri/es. 
Alt. Conqu'rors that are triumphant in the Field 

Muſt at their Monarch's Feet their Trophies = $ 
For all theſe Glorles which their Conqueſts -- 
They only have Subordinate from them, 
Thus, though my Sword this Captive has o ercome, 
It is from you he muſt expect his Doom, 
Ther, Yes, and in this you have &ercome him tos, 
He cannot tall, Sir, half fo faſt as ybu, 
Curſe, though I am your Priſoner, 1 hate 
'To hear your Pride upbraid me with my Fate, 
Ale, Why, Bir, was't not my Favour that you live? 
Ther, Noi for I hate that Life your Hand did give. 
Know, had your Fate been mine 
I ſhould have urg'd kind 1 more home, 
And there have revell'd, Rival, in your room, 
Al. Sir, for your Love, you ſhew but weak Pretence, 
When all your Arguments are Inſolence. 
Whence does it ſpring? 
Ther. — From whence your Bliſs you draw, 
Love, that ne'er clog'd his Proſelytes with Law. 
lov'd this Fair One firſt, and you muſt know 
JN love her till; and what's all that to you? 
Alc. This Rudenefs, Sir, my Fury can't engage: 
You are i]l-manner'd, and beneath my Rage. 
Ther, But know, I'll follow ſtill my Hate to thee 
Nor ſhall my Chains obſtruct thy Deſtiny; 
Thou didſt ſupplant me in Timandra's Love, 
For which I gave thy Glories a Remove 
And on thy Ruins made my ſelf more great: 
But ſince my Wiſhes Fate would not compleat, 
My. Fury with my Fortune fhan't derreaſe, 
I' ſtill purſue thy Life and Happineſs: 
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By all Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall. deſign 
"Till in thy Blood I write Timandra mine. 

Alc. Rave on; know of your Threats no Senſe I feel, 
I'd laugh at em, wer't not to leſe a Smile. 

King. But I'll take care that he ſhall better know, 
What "tis a Captive for his Life does owe. 
How dare you offer here theſe Injuries ? 

Know you how much this gallant Man I prize? 
Guards, to Confinetment the Offender bear, 

Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere. 

Since in your Breaſt ſuch a hot Phrenſy reigns, 

We'll try how you can brave it in your Chains, | 

Ther, 80 King, as thou ſhalt envy what th'aſt done 4 
I have a Soul can ſmile when thou doſt frown, 
Whilſt 1 Timandre's falt Idea wear, 

] can't want Freedom, for I'll think of her, 299,8 

King, Thus, Madam, to your Eyes muſt Conqueſt bow # 
Who are your Slaves no other Fetters know, 

Tim, If any Charms In me there can appear, 

'They only are confin'd and bounded there: 
No greater Aims nor more Ambition know, 
'T han how, Sir, to oblige him that ſerves you. 

Alc, Your gen'rous Pity to our faithful Flames,. 
That Power which it gave 'em juſtly claims, 

Thus happy by your great Indulgence made, 


In Joys ſo perfect, nothing can remove: 
Vour Farce Ger. wh 


all ſhrink or fade, 

Till you forget to NAT we to love. 
But how dare [ uſurp aſt Pretence, | 
W ho only berrow all my Laurels hence [Printing to Pat, 
This is that noble Youth, Who, when I ſtood 
Beſet on ev'ry fide with Death and Blood, 
T'o 1 Relief ſuch gen'rous Succour brought, 
And things ſo much above ev'n Wonder wrought, 

Pat. You, Sir, that taught me Friendſhip, taught me too, 
How much is to that ſacred Title due, 
No, Sir, if your Life at hazard lie, 

I'll fly, 8 


Though thouſand Deaths ſhould dare me, on 
And Conquer all, er bravely wich you die. 


B 4 Alc. 


32 ALCIBIADE 8s. 
Ale. In Gallantry you are fo abſolute, 
That I grow faint, and flag in the Purſuit. - 
Yet that return accept in Silence here, 
Which is ſo great*twill no Expreſſion bear, [ Embrace: hin. 

\Ti/. Hell! Sure my Blood 1s grown degenerate. 

Can this my Son embrace the Man I hate? [A/ide. 

King. How, Tifſaphernes, is thy good Ape bleit 
In ſuch a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſleſt 
Thus from thy rev'rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 
And with their pious Laurels ſhade thy Head, 

Ti/. In this warm Comfort patiently I'll ſit, 

"Till Fate ſhall come and claim her lateſt Debt. 
Sometimes my Youth's paſt Triumphs I'll review, 
And 7 my ſelf they were approv'd by you: 6 
Alas! I've nothing elſe left now to do, [ Ironically. 
Oh my dear Boy ! Sir, be my ſoy thus ſhown, 

Poſſeſs the Father as you've gain'd the Son. [ Embraces both, 

King. Monarchs, thus propt, the ſhocks of Fate deſy, 
No bonds ſo firm as thoſe which Friendſhip tie. 

. [Exit King attended. 
Ma ent Alcibiades, Timandra % Draxilla, 

Ale, Now, nobſeit Siſter, how ſhall be repay'd 
Thoſe large Endearments, which your Love has made? 
Our Happineſs will but imperfe& prove, 
If 'midit the er Pleaſures of our Love, 

We nothing elie in Gratitude can do, 
'I'han only wiſh a Happineſs to you, 

Drax, What I have done, Sir, never had regard 
To that ſiniſter thing we call Reward, 

Good Deeds their worth and value have from hence, 
They their own Glory are and Recompenſe. 

Alc. But Siſter, if 1 might one Queſtion move? 

Drax. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? — | 

Alc. —- Could you not Madam love 
The Friend, in whom I'm happy ſince I came, 

In Honours as renown'd as in his Name? 

He, when I to him often would relate 

The ſad Adventures of my Love and Fate; 
So much your gallant Friendſhip did admire, 


That with your Character he grew on Fire; Fee 
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And bears a Flame fo noble and ſublime, 
As not to love again would be a Crime. _ 

Drax. Sir, that's a thing 1 cannot now diſcourſe 3 
Love rarely conquers With a ſudden Force. 

Nor muſt I that acknowledge as my due, 
Which was perhaps a Compliment to you; 
If any thing in me he can approve, 
I niay believe it Gallantry, not Love. 
Alc. I ſhall no more your Modeſty offend: 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ſerve my Friend, 
But if ought add a Bleſſing, 'twill to ſee 
You made as happy as you have made me. [Exeunps. 
Enter Tidaphernes and Patroclus. 

Ti/. D'you underſtand, Patroclus, what y've done? 
Have you conſider'd that you are my Son? 

Pat. Sir, "tis a Title I am proud of. — C 

Ti// How can you then deſcend to things fo baſe, 
That blot my Glory, and my Natne deface? 

W hilt thus your blinded Folly ſo adotes 
The * Traitor, that my Soul abhors? 

Pat How, Sir! 1 dote upon the Man you hate !. 

No, I had never Thoughts ſo Impious yet, 
By all my Hopes, if any Wretch there he 
9 unhappy to be held your Enemy, 

Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 
I'd raze it ſrom my Heart, or ſtab it there, 

Ti/. Stay, leſt you ſhould pronounce too 1 aſh a Doom; 
Believe it is a Blow will wound you home, 

But I will try. 
What gen'rous Reſolution you expreſs; 
Know then you muſt hate Alcibiades. 

Pat. Protect me Heav'n! can you command that I 
Should break that Knot you did fo 2 tie! 
Was't not your Love that did our Friendſhip join? 

Did not your kind Embraces ſecond mine? 

Tiſ. Embraces ! Love! and Kindneſs! what are theſe? 
The outward Varniſh that our Hearts diſguiſe. 

Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converiant been, 
The various turns of Power and-Greatneſs ſeen, 
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And haſt thou not this Myſtery yet found, 
Always to ſmile in's Face we mean to w 
Come, you mult hate him, nay and kill him too, 

P.t. Oh let me rather beg my Death from you. 
Ca you command me, Sir, to wound a Heart, 
Waereof I do poſſeſs fo greg! a Part? 

In that I ſhould prove a Self-murderer : 
Piercing his — - I ab my own Image there. 

Tif. Come, lay theſe idle Boyiſh Seruples down, 
Do as becomes your Virtue, and my Son. 

Can you behold him rev'ling in my Place, 

And turning all my Honours to Diſgrace: 

And can you of ſo little Value prize 
The Honour of your Blood, not to ſhed his! 

Pat. Oh, Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theme, 
"Twill blaſt your Glories, and your Wreaths defame. 
Do but look on that Life 2 would deſtroy j | 
See if it ben't as ſpotleſs and ſerene, 

As that which in their Heav'n bleſt Saints 

Pure and untouch'd but with a Thought of Sin. 
By all th' Endearments of a filial Love, [Kneels, - 
And if that Charm cannot your Pity move, 

By my dear Mother's Ghoſt, whoſe dying Pray'r 
Bequeath'd me her chief Treaſure to your 

This unjuſt cruel Enmity lay down, 

And do not in his Friend deltroy your Son. 

On the paſt Brav'ry of your Youth look back, 
'There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track : 
Think what twill be thoſe Glories to 7 

For a baſe, brutal, infamous Revenge. 
Oh, Sir, recal, recal the dire Decree, 
"Tis ſuch a Deed as Fate will ſhrink to ſee. 8 

Ti. Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me. 

Give this unmanly childiſh Pity o'er, 
Or ne'er preſume to call me Father more. 

Pat. Then fee how [ refign that Int'reſt here: | Riſer. 
Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell'd are. 

Whilſt ſuch black Horrors in your Soul I ſee, 
Y*are not my Father, but my Enemy. 
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Now againſt me let all your Vengeance comes 

Thus, thus my Breait for your Revenge has room. 

Brave Alcibiades mmm | 

No, ſince ſuch barb'rous Miſchiefs you dare do, 

I'll die for him, but ſcorn te live for you, 

Why don't you ſtrike, Sir? Is * Rage grown faint? 

7 I fear I've too much trifl'd with this Boy; 

Curſe on his Honour, "twill my Hopes deltroy, 

But I'll ſmooth all in time. Oh my dear Son, 

Now art thou worthy to be called my own. 

None but a Heart, that's truly noble, cou'd 

Ever deſerve a Title to my Blood, 

No, may 10 both in your brave Friendſhip be 

As truly Happy as I am in thee, 

That's curft ——_—_ 2722 
Pat. Is then my Father kind? can he approve 

Our Friendſhip ? Does he once more crown our Love 

Oh, Sir, let thus my Acknowledgment be giv'n, 

As we for Bleſſings offer Thanks to Heavn. [Xu 
Ti/. Riſe, riſe, thou Comfort of my Age; I now 

Have underſtood all I could wiſh to know, 

Alas, in this Dit I did but ny: 

The Strength and Virtue of thy Conſtancy. 

'Tis a Refreſhment to this hoary Head, 

To prove that Virtue which my ſelf have bred.. 

Thus bleſt in Peace I'll to my Grave deſcend, . 

As the declining Sun goes down at Night, 

Pleas'd with the riſing of an offspring Light. 
Pat. Such myſtick Ways Fate does eur Loves confirm 

As rooted Trees. ftand faſter by a. Storm. 

After this ſhock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, . 

As Gold try'd in the Fire comes forth more pure. [ Exit. 
Ti/. There's ſome Foundation yet for my Defign ; 

The Captive's brave; I'll try to make him. mine. 

Unweary'd I will let my Fury range, 

And leave no Heart unſearch d. to find Revenge. [ Exit- 
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SCENE Il A ark Tent. 


Theramnes in Chains. 


Ther. How ſweet a Quietude's in Fetters found ! 
'That it ſeems almoſt Freedom to be bound. 
Though thus confin'd, my agile Thoughts may fly 
Through all the Regions of Variety. 

Here in a trice I can the World run o'er, 

And finiſh whole Years Labours in an Hour. 

But oh my Miſtreſs! my Timandra loſt ! 

That is the only Bitterneſs I taſte. 

This outward Fetter but my Body chains, 

But that the Freedom of my Soul detains. 

Why by my Rival's Sword did I not fall? 

So bravely have embrac'd one Death for all ? 

Yet why ſhould I court ſuch an abject Fate? 

Courage is the Supporter of the Great. 

Methinks I've ſomething yet to do, might prove 

Becoming both my Glory and my Love. | 

Fll-— hah this does my buſy Thoughts prevent. 
Enter Tiſſaphernes. 

Js that old Fiend for a Tormenter ſent ? 

Good Sir, upon what Meſſage are you come? 

Am I then Feſtin'd to ſome harder Doom ? 

Ti/. No, I am come to give your Sorrows eaſe : 
J know you hate, Sir, Alcibiades: 

Nay, and I know you love Timandra too. 
Ther. Well, Sir, all this I know as well as you. 


Ti. Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this Theme: 


Dare you, Sir, raviſh her, and murder him? 


Ther. For what dark Ends do you this Queſtion bring? 


Dare ! 's Death, old Sir, I dare do any thing. 
Tif. That word then all my former Doubts ſecures; 

Be only reslute, and Timandra's yours. 

My Stratagems ſo ſubtly I will lay, 

That to your Arms your Miſtreſs I'll betray, 

Thus then, as the firſt Step to our Deſign, 

Your Guards I'll with adulterated Wine 

Secure; io they charm'd in a Lethargy, 

je from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you free. 


Then 
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Then, when ſome happy Moment ſhall preſent, 
Timandra left unguarded in her Tent, 
Both of us thither in Diſguiſe will move, 
To end your Rival, and compleat your Love. 
For when your fill of Bliſs you have enjoy'd, 
And your full Pleaſures with themſelves are cloy'd ; 
J thither will alarm our Enemy, 
Where by both Swords he ſhall be ſure to die. 
And the next Night (the Watch-word given by me) 
You may 'icape through the Guards to Liberty. 
Ther. Revenge! my Love enjoy'd, and Freedom too! 
Then in the Name of Pluto be it fo. 
What ſtupid Ignorance the World poſſeſt, 
That only Fury. placed I'th* youthful Breaſt ! 
No, 'tis in Age alone great Spirits are young: 
The Soul's but infant when the Body's ſtrong. 
'Theſe hoary Heads like grifly Comes are, 
Which always threaten Ruin, Death, and War. | 
71% Alas, ſuch tame Souls know but half a growth: 
I'll make my Age a ſtep to a new Youth :- 
Such Murders and ſuck Cruelties maintain, 
I'll from the Blood I ſhed grow young again. 
Ther. Let's in the Name of Horror then go on; 
Methinks ] long to have the Bus'neſs done: 
Something like Conſcience elſe may all defeat, 
You know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yet. 
Ti/. Conſcience ? a trick of State, found out by thoſe,. 
That wanted Power to ſupport their Laws; 
A bug-bear Name; to ſtartle Fools: But we 
Thit know the Weaknels of the Fallacy, 
Know better how to uſe what Nature gave. 
That Soul's no Soul, which. to it ſelf's a Slave: 
Who any thing for Conſcience ſake deny, | 
Do nothing elſe but give themſelves the Lye. [Exeunt: 


SCENE III. The. Camp. 


Enter Patroclus and Draxilla. 


Pat. Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover's Pray'r ? 
Is Cruelty the Privilege o'th' Fair? 
Drax. 
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Drax. You cannot, Sir, i'th Camp be Beauty's Slave, 
Where Honour's the only Miſtreſs of the Brave. 

Pat. But 'tis a rugged Honour got in Arms, 
When not made ſoft by Beauty's ſweeter Charms. 
That melts our Rage into a kind Deſire, 

Whilſt Love refines it in his purer Fire. 
| Drax. Lovers, whoſe flights ſo ſublime Pitches chooſe, 
Oft ſoar too high, and ſo their Quarry loſe. 
But you, Sir, know to moderate your height, 
Miffing your Game, can eas'ly ſlack the flight. 

Pat. Such faint Eſſays may fit a common Flame, | 
But my Deſires have a far nobler Aim, | 
Religious Honour, and a Zeal that's true, 

Rais'd by that Deity to which I ſue. 

Drax. 'T hoſe who to Deities their Off rings pay, : 
Make their Addreſſes in an humbler way. 

Not in a Confidence of what they give, 
But modeſt Hopes of what they ſhall receive. 

Pat. I in my Off rings no Aſſurance have, ] 
Though an Ambition to become your Slave. 8 

Drax. Yes, but when once admitted to that place 5 
You'll ftill be looking for ſame acts of Grace. ; 


Pat. Some little Favours Pity can't deny, 
You are too noble to uſe Cruelty. 5 
Drax. See, Sir, the Queen! I beg you, Sir, forbear. 
Pat. Madam, this way [Excunt. 
Enter Quten and Ardella. | 


| as. Did he then ſuffer no Surpriſe ? no ſhew 
Of Alteration? let's the Progreſs know. 

Ard. In order, Madam, t'your Command, I went, 
And met him coming from the Royal Tent: : 
Where, after th'uſual Ceremonies paſt, 

Ere I would feaſt, I gave him firſt a Taſte; 

Told him how much his Cp approved, 
That he in no mean Path of Glo 2. 4 
Who in his Arms had fo ſucceſsful been, 

T'engage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. _ 

Then nearer came, and whiſper'd ſomething more, 


Began to mtimate Love's mighty Pow's.. 
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He briskly took the hint, and readily 
Began to urge ſome pretty Things to me. 
By which encourag'd, I to th'bus'neſs drew, 
Told him in fine it only was his due | 
To be admir'd by all, and lov'd by you. 
Queen. And did not then his alter'd Looks betrap 
Some Extaſy? ſome marks of lively Joy? 
Ard. No, Madam, he knew better Policy, 
Talk'd of your Honour, and his Loyalty ; 
Fine ſmoothing Terms to cloke a Paſſion in. 
But if your Majeſty — 
Queen. What? 
Ard. — Had but ſeen 
How much his Carriage did his Words deceive, | 
'When with a gentle Sigh he took his Leave, I 
As if he languiſhed till the Minute came. 1 
Queen. Doſt thou then think he entertains my Flame? 1 
Let's to my Tent, and wait his coming there. | 
Such ſwarms of Love within my Rreaſt there are, 
The Heat's too furious for my Soul to bear. 
What would I give but for a taſte of Bliſs! |, 
Oh, the choice ſweets of a ſtal'n Happineſs. [Exexxt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Acibiades u 


Ar. T TN DER what fatal Planet was I born! Imourn; 
Sure at my Birth the Heav'ns themſelves did 

Disjointed Nature did her Courſe forbear, 

And held within her Womb a civil War. 

I who but now did Fame and Conqueſt bring, 

And added to the Glories of a — i 
Muſt ſee 4 Trophies all thrown 

By the baſe Paſſions of a luſtful Queen 

Why was not I born to a common Fate? 

Free from the glorions Troubles of the Great: 
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So in ſome humble Cell my Years have ſpent, 

Bleſt with a private peaceable Content. 

'The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortune's harms ; 

The higheſt Structures ſtill are ſhook with Storms. 

See too, ſhe's here; what ſhall J do or ſpeak? 

Fate has beſet me, and I've no way to take. 

Euter Queen and Ardella. 
Queen. My Lord, you ſomething diſcompoſed appear; 

Surely there's nothing that can fright you here. 

Al. Majeſty, Madam, is a thing divine. 
Queen. If that diſturb you, Sir, I'll lay by mine. 

Methinks I apprehend a greater Pride, 

To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread ſo wide. 
Alc. Madam, you on em ſet too high a Price. 
Queen. Perhaps I ſee not, Sir, witk common Eyes. 

They beſt of Honour judge that Honour have. 

I find a Secret in me ſays y' are brave; 

Vou need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs. | 
Alc. How craftily ſhe would her Luſt expreſs, 

And ſet her Ills off with a winning Dreſs! 

What's to be done, which way ſhall I conclude? 

F muſt abuſe my King, or muſt be rude. | 

I cannot ſpeak — 

Queen. —-- My Lord, let's fit a while: 

Won't you vouchſafe your Viſitant a Smile? = 
Alc. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a Joy. 
Queen. Fy ! put theſe formal Compliments away. 

Ardella, ſing that Song J heard to Day. 


3 
I. 
The Brighteſt Goddeſs of the Sy. 
. How þ;5y panting, fighing lie, 
And languiſhing defire to die! 
For the triumphant God of War * 


Amidſt his Trophies did appear, 
As charming Rough as ſhe was Fair. 


IT. Their 
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Their Loves were bleſt, they had a Son, 
The little Cupid; who has on 
More Conqueſt than his Sire &er won. 
He grew the nugbtie God above, 

By which aue him a Rebel prove 

To Heaw'n, that dares be fo. to Love, 


HE 


How ſoft the Delights, and how charming the Foy; 
Where [14a and 2 each other erf To 
Let the Cynical Fool call Pleaſure a Toy, | 
Who neer Fame? th Camp had, nor Love in the Court: 
O /o kindly the Combats each other fucceed, © 
Where lis Trinmph to Die, and a pleaſure to Bleed. 


Alc, The Air is charming. | 
Queen. — Retire. Exit Ardella. 

No lively Symptoms of a growing Fire! N 

Fil urge him further -— | 
My Lord, your Hand; how beats your Pulſe? I fear 
V'are ill; cold Drops upon your Brows appear; — 
I'Il wipe 'em off; come; Sir, your Fears remove, 

You need not bluſh to tell me that you love. 

T'il do it for you, nay, I more will do, 

Bluſh for my ſelf too when I bluſh for you. 

Sure this will take; what does your Wonder mean? 
Is Love ſo ſtrange? —- | 

Alc; — On name not that again! 

Could you ſuch wrong te Royal Agis do? 
Think what's to Heaven and to your Virtue due. 

Queen. Mult I be hated then? and Sir, by you? F Angrity. 
Piſh, why d'youtalk of Heav'n and Virtue now ? [ M«/d!y. 
 Fle. Not new- made Mothers to their Infants bear 
A firmer Paſſion, or a tend'rer Care. 

Shew me yours, or your Honour's Enemy, 
See with what Vigour t'your Revenge Ill fly. 
For y ou with Life I willingly could part, 
Bat whilſt that laits, Timandra has my Heart. 


Queen. 
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geen. The heavy Pleaſures of the Marriage · Bed 
Duſl Repetition ſoon will render dead. 

Taſte freſher Joys, and when they tedious. grow, 
Then the old Pleaſures oy ay + 7 Fravs new. 
Ale. Could 1 expect to have ſuch Language heard, 

Where Beauty and ſuch Innocence appear'd x 
Raves. Can you my little Beauty then approve, 

And is't ſo difficult a thing to love? | 
Aic. Love, Madam! only be as truly good, : 


. 
. 


As you are fair, I ſha!l not need be woo'd; 
Pl love you as the Siſter of my Blood. 
Queen. A Sifter's Love's a lean infipid Bliſs, 
So little, we can hardly name what tis. 
Where is the Tranſport, Extaſy, Delight? 
*Tis like thin Meat ta a ſharp Appetit, 
Ak. I know y'are beauteous as the bluſhing Morn; 
Your Beams the Luſtre of a King adorn, 
That King whoſe Piety me mo A 
And can I in return profane his ? 
Though, Madam, I've liv'd free, and never ſet 
Limits to any thing we call Delight, 14 # 
Yet raiſe not new. Rebellions in my Blpad:: | 
Beauty hath Darts too keen to be withſtood. 
Queen. Yet all its Power has no Force o'er you, 
Your cruel Heart's immoveable ; but know 
Twill to your Honour be but ill apph'd, 
That for your Love a Queen neg! died. 
Ale. What is't your Majeſty would have me do? 
Rove, Are you ſo ignorant that you don't know? 
Ale, Death! not to have ſome Senſe, were to unman 
My elf; but I'll be Conqu'ror if I can, 
Should I be made a Captive to her Charms, 
Ere I am warm in my Timandra's Arms? 
One Stratagem I'll for my Freedom try. 
Madam, no longer I'll your Pow'r deny: [To the Neem. 
For if theſe Eyes had ne'er Timandra known, 
You only might have called my Heart poor own. 
But whilſt with her I enjoy Love, and Life, 


And you remain the mighty , Wiſe 
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mw this is all I can in Juſtice do, | 
| ready on your leaſt Commands to ſhew 8 
J live for her; but yet could die for you. 
2ucen. Muſt I then only border upon Rliſa? 
Reſt on the Confines of my Happineſs ? 
As Souls that are excluded Heav'n for Sin, 
See all its Glories, but can't enter in. 
4k. No, Madam, free from the dull clogs of Senſe, 
We'll reap Delights of nobler Excellence. 
Our entwin'd Soals each other ſhall enjoy, 
Tread Virtue's Paths, and never loſe their Way. 
But if one in his Motion chance to err, 
— late it by the other's Sphere: 
— Til at = | 
When the ſhort Zediack of this Life Wave paſt, 
With new-impt Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fly, 
There meet and mingle to a Deity. | 
Qu cen. Then to all hopes of Happineſs adiev, 
Since my chief Bliſs I've loſt in loſing you. 
Oh the tyrannick Cruelty of Fate, 
That lets us know our Happineſs too late. 
Yet why ſhou'd I to Fears and Sorrows bend, 
If only on their Fate my hopes depend? 
A Rival, and a King, I may remove: 
There's nothing difficult to them that love. [Exit Queen. 
Ale. She's 0 . 
Greatneſs, thou gaudy Torment of our Souls, 
The wife Man's Feuer, and the Range of Fools! 
Who is't wou'd court thee if he knew thy Ille? 
He who the greateſt heap of Honour piles, 
Does nothing elſe but build a dang'rous Shelf, 


Ot ere& Mountains to o erwhelm him(clf. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. « Grove adjoining to the Camp. 
Enter Tiſſaphernes aud Theramnes Id. 

Ti/. Now, Sir, y'are free, and proſperouſly move, 
To — the long · wiſnt Harveſt of your Love. 
One Minute and y' are in Timandra's Arms : 
New fetter'd in the power of her Charms: 

Methinks the thought ev'n my old Blood alarms. 


The 7. 
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Ther. His Rage ſure works him to an- Extaſy : 

How the old Monſter hugs his Villany ! 
Good Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook delay; ß; 
1 waſte in expectation of my Joy. 

But heark, did you not hear a murm'ring Talk? 

Ti. Perhaps tis ſhe come in this Grove to'walk : ' 
Stay, here they are; by Heav'n the ſame, tis She, 
| Retreata while; bleſt Opportunity! [They go to the Door. 

Enter Timandra avith a Book in her Hand, and Draxilla. 

Tim. Methinks, Draxilla, when Atlanta ran, 
And Slaughter was the only Prize ſhe won; 

Her Power a too cruel Rigour bore, 
To kill thoſe ſhe had wounded ſo before. 
| [Theramnes rows off bis Diſcui/e. 
Ther, 'Fhen, Madam, be not guilty of her ill: 
Me the poor Wretch y'ave wounded do not kill. 
Ah in your Heart, if ſuch a Senſe there be 
Of the Injuſtice of her Cruelty ; 
How much more Pity from your Breaſt is due 
To him, who ev'ry Minute dies for you! 

Tim. My Lord Theramnes “ by what luck _ 
Have you from Guards and Priſon made eſcape 

Ther. Who wears your ſacred Image in his Breaſt, 
Is of ſuch pure Divinity poſſeſt. 

And from ignoble Bondage fo ſecure, 
That feeble Chains fall off, and loſe their Pow'r. 

Tim. 'Then, Sir, in your intended Flight make haſte, 
Leſt by ſome fatal Chance y are once more loſt. 

Ther, No, I enjoy a nobler Safety here; 

No Danger dares approach when you are near: 
Theſe Groves to Lovers Bliſs are dedicate, 
Free from th'uncivil Outrages of Fate. ; 
Come, let's to ſomething like Delight draw nigh, 
And loſe our ſelves a while in Extaſy. 
[Seizes roughly on her. 

Tim, Guard me, ye Powers! Draxilla, help: my Lord! 

Ti/. Good, 'gentle Madam, if you pleaſe, one Word. 
[Draxilla runs out, crying Help, and Tiſſaphernes after her. 

Ther. I cannot ſee my Rival bleſt alone; 


Mult he reap all the Sweets, and I have none? * 
im. 
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Tim. This Outrage on my Knees I beg, forbear: 


See, Sir, it is Timandra ſheds a Tear; {Tif. returns. 


Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble Flame: 
Oh don't by favage Luſt profane that Name! | 
Tf 'tis the Envy of your Rival's Joy, : 
Remove, remove th' Offence ſome other way: 6 
Save but my Honour, and my Life deftroy. 
Ther. Such Tenderneſs might cool another's Blood; 
But | am too unhappy to be good. 
Let Virtue to dull Anchorites repair, 
Who ne'er had Soul enough to know Deſpair. 
I'll baniſh the Encroacher from my Breaſt, 
And ſhake him off ere he take hold too faſt. 
Come, let's retire within this Covert by ; 
Jam impatient, and my Blood boils high. 
Tim. I will not go, I'll die a Martyr kere. 
Ther, Then I muit drag you. 
Tim, —— Barb'rous Raviſher! 
Oh! oh! — 8 
| Enter Aleibiades, 
Al. —— Did I not hear a tender Cry! 
Oh Heav'ns! turn, baſe Hell-hound, turn, and die. 
| | | Drawvs, 
Ther. That, Sir, will thus be better underſtood, Drau! 
Ti/. Y'ave undertook, Sir, more than you'll make R 
[Dranes, They both make at him. 
Enter Patroclus, | | 
Par. How's this; aſſaulted! and by ſuch baſe Odds! 
Courage, my Friend! Fo. | 
[Her a fierce Fight between Alcibiades and Theramnes, 
Patroclus and iſſaphernes, Patroclus drives his Fa- 


ther off the Stage, and Alcibiades runs Theramnes 
through, 


Ale. —— To the acurſt Abodes _ 
Of tortur'd Souls that in dark Horror dwell, 
Thus fly and tothy fellow Devils tell, 1 
It was my Sword that ſent thy Soul to Hell. 82 
Ther. Hold, Sir, enough; I muſt your Victim fall, 
Tho' an Atonement for my Sin too ſmall. 
My haſty Soul can make no longer ſtay, 8 
Death tolls his Leaden Bell, and calls away. Ard 
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And now like ſome ſad Trav'ler, taking view 
Of the long Journey that I have to go, 


Whilſt I my Thoughts to Heav'n's weet Manſions bend, 


Without your Mercy no admittance find. 

Oh but one Word of Pardon ere 1 die; 

Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly. 
Abſolved by you, it muſt have e there, 
As Incenſe that is offer'd up with Pray r. 

Tim. My Pardon and my Prayers too receive; 
More than your Guilt could ask me I could give: 
Be happy as your Penitence is true; | 
And may kind Heav'n forgive you, as I do. [Mens 

Ther, Ah! can your Piety vouchſafe a Tear 
Of Pity, on an impious Raviſher!_ 

My Soul will leave me in an Extaſy: 

And I ſhall want the Senſe to know I die, 
Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow; 
Here tis my Soul would make her lateſt ſtay: 
Nor can ſhe —— 

Beginning hence her Journey, miſs the Way, 


But I'd forgot z beware of (Dies, 


Alc. — Who can fear, | 
That is ſecured by Charms ſo powerful here? 
Within theſe noms my Guardian Angels move: 
Theſe are my Seats of Safety, as of Love. 
Tim. They weakly others guard, that can't defend 
Themſelves; I fear more Miſchief may depend 
On this Diſaſter. — F 

Enter Patroclus, 

Alc. So when a Storm's blown o'er, 
And a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd the rugged Deep, 
The joyful Mariners can fear no more: 
But thus embrace, and lull their Cares aſleep. 

| | [Embraces him, 

Welcome my Life's Protector and only Friend. 
Hah ! what does thatſad Look and Sigh intend? 
Are you, Sir, wounded ?—— 4 
Pat. Yes, too deep, | fear, | 

Alc. Forbid it Heav'n where ist? | 

Pat. ---- Oh here, Sir, here; ons 
My Soul is pierced, I'm tortured ev'ry where: Your- 


S He SD Ak Km ty > me by 


s re wy % = mf 


= > if bt 


ALCIBIADES. 47 


Your Friend! ah let that Title be no more; 
Behold meas a Wietch forlorn, and poor. 
Imagine ev'ry Form of Miſery 
And when y'aveſum'd up all, then look on me, 
Ale. Now ſome bleit Angel to my Soul reveal 
This Doubt; can he be wrong'd, and I not feel? 
Ah, kind Paetroctzs, this ſad Silence break, | 
Pat. Oh, Sir, you muſt not hear, nor muſt I ſpeak. 
Paint out black Horrour in its deepeſt dread, 
And Troops of Murders hov'ring o'er por Head, 
And when that hideous Maſque of Hell you ſee, 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me, 
Ale. Confufion! how my Thoughts begin to ſtart! 
A new unwonted heat has ſeiz'd my Heart, 
Something unruly, that would fain get Place; 
But I'll ſubdu't, . Be free, kind Friend, alas! 
Force me not wrong our Friendſhip and your Worth, 
Pat. That Charm's reſiſtlefs, and I feel 'twill forth. 
But oh it muſt not; Duty does forbid ; 
Yet what's my Duty if my Honour bleed ; 


Know then, - now tht this ſtubborn Heart would break 


My cruel Father — oh I dare not ſpeak. 
"he Hah! | 
Pat. Led by ſome blind miſtaken Jealouſy, 

Heaps Treafons upon you, and Shame on me. 

It was by him 'Theraminez made eſcape, 

And 'twas he back'd him in this impious . 

But oh no more ! Shame does my Words ſuppreſs: 

Yet think what he will do that durſt do this. 

I'll go and try if I his Rage can ſtay: | 

I may divert the Stream another way, [Exit Patroclus. 
Alc. Kind Youth, I cannot fear thy Father's Hate: 

He ſells bis Honour at too cheap a' rate. 

What have I done that could be call'd a Wrong? 

No, I've ry! me pre jo too ſtrangs — _.. 

Whilſt I unſpotted that aud Friendſhip bear, 

No Danger is ſo great that I need fear. 

Tim. Yet be not, Sir, regardleſs of my Fears; 

Some Pity have of theſe ſad Sighs and Tears. 
| | Whither, 


48 ALCIBIADE Ss. 


Whither, oh whither would your Raſhneſs lead; 
To urge a Ruin level'd at your Head! 
Let us | | 
To ſome Receſs that's ſafe and humble go: 
Timandra can bear any thing with you, 
Let Int'reſt the unfhx'd and wav'ring ſway ; 
With us ---- 

Love ſhall ſupply what Fortune takes away. 

Alc. Sure tis not my Timandra's Voice I hear: 
She ne'er had cauſe to think that I could fear. | 
Have I ſo many Dangers over-paſt, | 
Poorly to ſhrink from Villany at laſt? 

No, with my Innocence I'll brave his Hate, 

And meet it in a free undaunted State: h | 
See all with Smiles, as fearleſs and as gay, | 
As Infants unconcerned at Dangers play. 1 5 

Tim, Then I'll perform what to my Love is due: a 
Unſteady Doubts be gone, blind Fears adieu: ; 
1 were unworthy of the Heart you gave. £ 
Were I than you leſs faithful, or leſs brave. X q 
And of my Courage too this Proof I'll give, , - \ 
When you 'dare-meet at Death, I'Il ſcern to live, 1 
Nor longer be a Vaſſal to my Fear; | 1 
We'll in each others Chance a Portion bear. I 
So Fate has thus at leaſt ſome Kindneſs ſhown, 

Neither can Wretches be, nor bleſt alone. .. [Exeun : 


4 
SCENE III. The Camp.” ö 
Fier Tillapherncs.and four vil, | 
| by : 

I 


77% Is't done? J ow 

Vill Sir, to a Point your Will's fulfll'd ; 
Theramnes's Guards, as they lay drunk, we killed: 
Draxilla too, by th' Ambuſh'you had laid 
For your Retreat, was on her Flight betray'd. 


. _Tif. Next, as from me, be there a Meſſage ſent, - 
To bid my Son attend me in my Fent; _ 5 E = 
=, In's Paſſage thither you may ſeize him, oo . An 
*F Convey him to the Cave oo OT Ha 


1 Vil. ---- My Lord, we gs. Jo 
2 oe wi: 
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Ti/. Ye are the beſt of Rogues; but diſappear: 
| g Ex. 3 Vil. 
You know your Bus'neſs: So; the King is here. 
Enter King and Queen attended. 
King. * to _ — _ 
Ti. Oh, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp; petreat 
But now the Guards I in Confuſion —_ NY 
Who led me where Theramnes I beheld, 
The late Athenian Captive General, kill'd. 
That little Breath he had left h 'employ'd to ſhew 
His Honour, and his Gallantry to you: 
Treaſons ſo ſtrange and horrid did relate, 
As would ſeem almoſt Treaſon to repeat. 
But, Sir, you have no longer Safety here: 
Secure your ſelf, and leave all to my Care. 
King. No more! you know not what you urge me to: 
Secure my ſelf! am I a King, or no? 
That Monarch, who when Danger's near, fits down, 
Shews but a feeble Title to a Throne. 1 
The beſt Securities in Courage are; 
We but ſubſcribe to Treaſons which we fear. 
Be free, and let me the bold Traitor know, 
To ſtem the Torrent I my ſelf will go: 
In State I'll meet the fond capricious Wretch, 
And dare him with that Crown which he would ſnatch, 
Tif. Alas, dread Sir, force me not to declare; 
The Name would wound your ſacred Breaſt to hear. 
J in revealing, Honour ſhould offend: © 
He once was Noble, Sir, and call'd me Friend. 

King. How, Sir, your Friend! and Traitor to my 
Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. - [Crown ? 
Ti/. Alas, but muſt [!—'tis ſo foul a Deed, 

I cannot ſpeak. | W461 
King. Hell, Sir; d'ye play? Proceed. 
Ti/. Then to be ſhort, he you ſo lately ftrove_ 

T'engage in all the firmeſt tyes of Love, 4 

He whom you almoſt had from nothing rais'd, 

And on the higheſt Seats of Honour plac d; 

Has thence this uſe of all your Favours ſhown, 

To make 'em fteps to * into your Throne. 


* 


King. 
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King. Defend me | What do I hear. 
Sir, you have rais'd a Tumult in my Breaſt, 
Which will not be ſo ſuddenly uppeab'd: 
By Heay'ng, ſee all that you inform be true, 
Or may all Torments which to the damn'd are due 
Light on me, If Infliged not on you, 
The brave Athenian ſalſe! it cannot be: 
His Soul ne'er dreamt of ſuch Impiety. 
Ti/. Sir, Vate unkind if you ſuſpect me ſalſe, 
T never yet abus'd your Ears with Tales; 
Had I ſuch Myſtick Policy purſu'd, | 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier -underſtood, 
King. Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Teal, 
Weigh not my Paſſions in nice +Reaſon's Scale. 
Who would believe a King: ſhould: blindly place 
His Love ſo firmly, for Returns ſo hav! | 
Wrack me no more, but the dark Scruple clear: 
My Soul's in a Convulſion till; I hear. 
Ti/. Yes, Sir, 'tis he, and thus his Plots were laid. 
'Th' account I from the _ — had ; 
Whom he with Liberty had brib'd, to join 
With him in this his treachevous' Deſign : 
This Night: wi'th' Enemy your Camp t'envade, 
On promiſe it ſhould: be | Sos hdr 
Which when the gallaut - did. diſdain, 
He was to Combat dar'd, and by him lain. 
If you inſiſt on farther Evidence, | 
Theramnes's murder'd Guards enough convince: | 
Hence you may farther' Confirmation/thave. g 
Ming. Be bold; ſpeak what thou · lenoweſt 
4 Vil— When to relieve 
The Captive's Guards, I by Command was ſent, 
1 found em murder'd at the Door o'th' Tent. 
In one of em ſome Life did yet remain, 
Who told me they were by our General ſlain, 
»Cauſe they Theramwnes Freedom had: deny'd. 
More he had ſaid, but at theſe Words he dy'd. 
King. It was enough. Treaſon, how dark art thou! 
In Shapes more various than e er Proteus knew. | 
By Heav'n I'll make him baſe, deſpis d and poor, W 
More wretched than e'er Monſter was before. 


ax. = A, 


Naked 


nou! 


ked 


ALCHBIADE,.S. 51 


Naked, and ſtript of all his Dignities, 

I'll lay his odious Crimes before us Eyes, 
Then when his Mind is lab'ring with Regret, 
To make his Infamy the 7 complete, 


Some common Slave ſhall on him [Juſtice do, 
And ſend. his Soul among the damn'd below. 
Guards wait on him— [To Tiſlaphernes. 
Go ere my Loye return, and I 1 "Be 
And ſeize. upon the T'taitor in his Tent. 
A ſpeedy Vengeance beſt befits this Wrong, 
T were too much Mercy to delay it long. 
Fete Alcibiades - 

Alc. This way's the _ | 

Ti/. He's there leapt into the Net. 

Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you. [Guards ſeize Alc. 

Ac. Slaves, retreat. 

Tim. Alas, my Lord! 

Ti/. — Sir, tis the Command, | 
The leaſt of em IL never durſt withſtand, 

Alc. But, Sir, What Meaning can this Uſage bear? 

2 The, King. Sir, quickly all yqur Doubts will clear. 

ing. Away with bim, thou Poiſon to my Eyes. 

Alc. The baſeſt Wretch not unconyicted dies. 
Sir, let me know what 'tis that 1 have done, 
Unworthy of my Honour or your Crown. 

If in your Cauſe who'd ſpend his deareſt Blood, 
And is, to be your meaneſt Vaſlal, proud, 

No greater Welfare than in Journ me know, 
If he be an Offender,.I am fo. 

King. How. cunningly he would ſeem innocent, 
And gild with Flattery his foul Intent! 

Thus 'Traitors in their Fall are like the Sun, i 
Who ſtill looks faireſt at his going down. 0 
Sdeath, Sir, do you believe me Child, or Fool, | ; 
Whom ev'ry. fawning Word or Toy can rule? "i 
By Heav'n I'll let you ſee, Sir, your Miſtake; x} 
Hence with the. Traitor quickly to the Rack. 

Alc. Sir, hear me ſpeak res : 9 
King. What is't that you can ſay, | 1 
Who would my Crown and your own Truſt betray ? 1 

| C 2 When 
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When you from Priſon ſet the Captive free, 

Baſely to win him to your 'T'reachery : 

Whom, when on him your Plots could nothing do, 

You kill'd, *cauſe he more Honour had than you. 
Ale. By all above, Sir, I am innocent; 

T ne'er knew What the 'T'hought of Treaſon meant. 

But know from whence this Fealouly you drew, 

From him that hates me, and abuſes you! 


Theranines had his Liberty from hence [T. Tiſſaphernes. 


And for Deſigns fo baſe= 

If. Oh Impudenee 
Te what prodigious height WII Treaſon ellmb! 
Dare you, Bir, charge me With your heavy Crime? 
on as am, my Sword ſhould do me right, 
Hut- 3 2 

Ale. -- Monſter hence, and them that fear thee fright; 
Think'ſt thou to play with the black Dees th'att done ? 
Were I but free, though naked and alone, 
Thou too defended by a deſp'rate Crew, 
And all indeed more near being damn'd than thouz 
"This ſingle Arm ſhould prove my Cauſe is good, 
And chronicle my Honour in their Blood. | 


King. Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your Innocence: | 


Think you Coutbrave us with your Impudence? 
Once more the Traitor to his Fortures bear. 
Quern. But, Sir, your Juſtice now is too ſevere. 
*T were an ill Triumph after ViRories, 
To make the Conqueror the Sacrifice; 
That Gallantry ſome Privilege may plead. 
King, His Tf reatbes are too plain, and open laid, 
And all his Merits weigh'd againſt them light. 
Ducen, Should we him guilty of worſe Crimes admit, 
And that in's Death you'd worthieſt Juſtice ſhew, 
Yet to forgive's the nobler of the two. 
King. When Deidamia pleads I can't deny: 
His Doom's this time recall'd, he ſhall not die; 
But (robb'd of all his Joys) let him be ſent 
To a perpetual Impriſenment ; | 
His Treaſures rifl'd, and his Wife a Slave. 


A/c. Here on my Knees let me one Favour crave. 
What- 
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Whatever Fate you have deſign'd for me, 
It ls embrae'd ; but, Sir, let her be free; 
Let all the Weight of the alledg'd Offence 
Light upon me ; Wrong not her Innocence. | 
im. How mean and abject is your Courage now 
Think you that I dare ſuffer leſs than you? 
No, Sir; in this he has no Right te plead ; 
Whate'et you think either has merited, 
Let equally Juſtice on us both be ſhown 4. 
And as we are, ſo let our Fates be one. 
Ale. Thou Wonder of thy Sex l 
— I'll hear no more 
How dare you tempt an angry Monarch's PoW } 
But ſince his Fate fo gratefully you efteem ; 
Let her be Pris ner too, but far from him. 
He mult not be fo happy to have her, 
For Vetters would be Bleſſings were ſhe there, 
Go ſee ye execute dur Orders ſtraight 
Tim, Thus we with Smiles will entertain our Pate: 
My dearelt Lord, farewel; let not a Sigh | 
Or Tear proclaini we grieve, our Parting's nigh 
Were it to quit our Happineſs a Pain, 
Joy were not then a Blei ing, but a Chain. 
o, let us part as dying Martyrs do, 


Who leave this Life only to gain a new. 


Grief equally ignoble were as vain, 
Since we at leaſt in Heav'n ſhall meet again. 
Alc. So from their Oracles the Deitics 
Inſtru@ the ignorant World in Myſteries. 
But, part! that Word would make a Saint deſpair. 
Obedience cannot be a Virtue here. 


Tf fo, ye Gods, ye have ſuch Precepts giv'n, 


That an Example would confound your Heav'n: 

You Duties beyond your own Omnipotence enjoin; 

Can you forſake your Heav'n, or I leave mine ? 

Till when thus King I'm fix'd beyond remove, 

With all the Cements of an endleſs Love. | 

Kill me, thou yet ſhalt of thy Ends deſpair, 

My Soul ſhall-wait upon her every where, 

Nay I'd not fly to Heav'n till ſhe came there. XJ 
h . 4 Ring. 
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King. Shall I thus ſee my ſelf out-bravid? away; 
He is a 'Traitor that but ſeems to ſtay, 


Alelblades vate hel Sword from one of the Guitr dt, 


Ale, Now I am arm'd, Death to that Wreteh that rs. 
King. Bir, de you think te look us into Feats ? 

Difarm him Guards,or kill hin. f They l/ and d(/arm bim; 
7% Puſh home, ye Dogs-:-- 
Abbes Bordid Slaves, © 

Thus ev'ry Aſs the helpleſs' Lion braves. 

Adieu, divineſt ef thy Sex, adieu 

J never thought that I could part till now, 

Now I deſerve the worſt Fate has in Store, 

That in ſo brave a Cauſe ſnpuld do no more, 


[The Guaris offer 16 lead bin on 


Vet ſtay, one Look. Thus does the Needle ſteer 
To his lov'd North, and fain would come more near: 
When in the eager Proſpect of his Joy, 15 
He is by ſome rude Artiſt ſnatch d away. 
Farewel----- : 5 | 

Tim. Farewel, and if your Memory 
E'er trouble you with ſuch a thing as I. 
Let not a Sigh come from you, but believe 
I'd rather be forgot, than you ſhould grieve. 


Alc. Such Worth ſhallin each Temple have à Shrine ;7 


What, to regain her, would I not relign? 
But ſhe's too Heav'nly to be longer mine. 
[Exe. ſeveral ways guardd, and looking bath at each other. 


King. She's gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lie 


Couch'd in the narrow Circle of an Eye! 
Had ſhe but Ray'd another Minute here, 
J had worn Chains, and been her Priſoner : 


For if ſo bright when to a Dungeon gone, 

How would ſhe ſhine triumphant on a Throne ? [ 
Qucen. Sb, now or never muſt my Love ſuetetd; 

Vainly, weak King, haſt thou his Doom decteed. 

In this beginning of his Fall th'aft ſhown 

Bit the imperfe& Figure of thy own. 

Few Hours remain wirt thee and Deſtiny, 


Till When grow dull in thy Security. 


And ſtill I fear my Heart is not my owh ; xv 
BE 
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| Timandra's and thy Death is one Deſign z EY 
Then if a Crown can tempt him, he is mine- [Hit. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Tiſfaphernes, eiu. 
Fil. N like a Lion on my Prey II feaſt; 
| Revenge! thou ſolace te a traubled Braalt ;- 
Could but Tharamaes in EA know, 
| How would his Ghoſt rejoice at what I do! 
[Therampes's Ghoſt riſese. 
G. Oh no N 
Ti/. Death, what is that T hear and ſee? 
Begone, dull Ghoſt ; if thou art damn'd, what's that to me? 
Ghoſt. From deepeſt Horror of eternal Night, 
Where Souls in everlaſting Torments groan, 
Where howling Fiends lie chain'd, and where's no Light, 
But thickeſt Darkneſs covers ev'ry one, 
I come to warn thee, Mortal, of thy Sin; 
Short time is here left for thee to remain: 
'T were fit that thy Repentance ſoon begin, 
For think what tis to live in endleſs Pain. | 
Fareweliw—— [Defeends.. 
Ti/.-— Twas an odd Speech; but be it ſo: 
Piſh ; Hell it ſelf trembles at what I da; 
And its Submiſſion bettes to expreis, 
Sends this Ambaſſador to make its Peace. 
Let idle Fears the Superſtitious awe ; 
With me my: Refolation is a Law. 
Repentance now would be too late begun 
Ages can't expiate what I have done. 
And if below far Souls ſuch Torments are, 
Methinks there's yet ſome Brav'ry in Deſpair. 
The eaſy King looks little in his State. 
His Crown is for his Head too great a Weight: 
But I will eaſe him, and adorn this Brow. 4 
Thus to my Aims no Limits I'll allow. | 
Revenge, Ambition, all that's ill, ſhall be bi 


My Bus'neſs; ſo III baffle Deſtiny. 
C 4 Hel ! * 
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I'll act ſuch Things whilſt here I have Abode, 
Till my own Trophies raiſe me to a God, 
| Enter Queen, 

Qn. Now ſuch an Engine is it I would have, 
1 know he is a Traitor, and is brave. 
Il bait him with Ambition that may move; 
Then if complacent to my Ends he prove, 
In ſeeming to comply with his Deſign, 
I'Il make him but an Inſtrument to mine; 
For when Succeſs me to my Wiſhes calls, 
III ſhake him off, and then unpropt he falls. 
My Lord !— . | 

Ti. Madam. | 

Daeen. My Father lov'd you well, 
Te heard him oft of your Atchievements tell; 
When in his Camp ſuch gallant Deeds you wrought, 
And always Victory and Triumph brought. 

Ti. Madam, your Father was all good and juſt. 

Qucen. He could, why may not I, your Honour truſt? 

T:i/. You wrong it elſe, your Father lives in you; 
As I was his, I am your Champion too. 
'Though old, againſt your Foes-this Sword ſhall plead 
Your Right; name but your Traitor, and he's dead. 

Queen. Nay, Sir, the Traitor's not alone my Foe, 
His Injuries extended are to you, | 
To you to whom he owes all he enjoys, 
Yet baſely him that gave him Growth deſtroys; 
Whilſt for his IIls he would his Kindneſs plead, 
To heap your Honours on your Rival's Head. 
Pally your Courage up, if you are brave, 
And at once mine, and 7 — own Honour fave. | 

Ti/. Your Majeſly would meati the King, D'ye try 

My Reſolution, or my Loyalty! 
Diuten. Your Courage, Bir, is known 1 your Loyalty, 
If you have any, you'll find due to me. 
Through me theſe Honours you in Sparta bore, 
And 'twas wy Father made you great before, 
Now know it is the King, whoſe _ Soul 
Has done me Injuries ſo baſe and foul, That 
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That all that's good will bluſh at ; his Vows paſt 
To me, all in another's Love are loſt, 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muſt bleed: 
He, with the Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, 
To take the fair Timendra to his Bed, 
Let's go ſurprize him now he's full of Wine : 
Revenge me on his Life, his Crown is thine. 
Ti/. Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel. 
Cry loud; nor do I tamely ſee my III. 
But you muſt ſwear to me you will be true. 
Queen. By all that's holy I'll be fo to you. 
Ti. Vil do't; but, Madam, know, I undertake 
To hazard Life and Honour for your ſake; 
Should you betray me: —-- | | 
Queen. Nay now you are unkinder than before. 
To my firſt Oath I'll add a Million more. 

Ti// And you will ſtill be mindful of the Crown? 
 2uten. Had he ten thouſand, they were all your on. 
77/½ This then's his Fate; pity a Crime were here: 

He ſhan't have time enough to make a Prayer. 
| _ : [Draws a Dagger. . 
Queen. Be bold; and proſper in thy brave Deſign; 
And when his Death's perform'd, the next is thine. 
[ Afide. Exit. 
Ti/. This Trap was dang'rouſly and ſybtly laid, 
But I am not ſo eaſily. betray'd. 
Her love to Alcibiades I know; 
Her Woman for me did that Kindneſs do. 
And ſince ſhe is ſo good at the Deſign, 
I'll to oblige her give her one of mine. 
My zealous utging of her. Oath was done, 
Not to prevent her Plots, but hide wy own. 
Tl cheriſh her in all that ſhe pretends 
80 make her Aims but Covers to my Ends, 
For when I'm ſeated on the Spartan Throne, 
Roth her and all her Tresſons I'll difown: 
Prove both her Judge and her Aecuſer too, ; 
And on her my firit Ad of Jultice do, 
| bo all my Doubts and Fears will be o'er-paſt, 
And by her Fall 1 fix =p ſelf more ſaſt. (Dales 
5 * 
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Aw Amrrmat, cbirh H Chu of Sat ind by it iù N. 
| with the Cu- An ore. 


Enter King uni Lords, [now 
King. My Lords, no intro, de' Ye drunk too deep! 1'd 
A while be private. 
Lords. — Royal Sir, we $6. Ex. E57 th. 
King. Boy take thy Lytte; and with a pleaiing Air, 
Appeaſe my Sorrows,;and delude my Care. 5 its aum. 


S O N G. 


Prizicts that Pe, an Enyires Fuidy, 
 Hoto Franfitory is their 2 / 9 
Sorrows the Ghries do Ally, 


Hd ric er e grenttſt tm 
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H. Life all Diſcentent and Carer, 
is but a Slave. 
III. 
* nor yt avith fm W1llg ht 
ſe the Burden of our ., oF 
FF a Jittnd'4821 foi, 
= Sorrow: att tech other Heirs. 
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For me, tity Honour Dll maintaii 
Be Gallant, Generous and poets 
And auben 1 ietude would 3 
At liaſt Lindit in thi Gau, falls allet y. 


Enter Queen and Tiſfaphernes tvith a — 
Oyeen, Hofleeps; now let the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah ! what are thefe, the Sceptre and the Crown 
80 did the drouſy Dragon ſleep, When he 
Loſt the rich Frults of the perten Tree. 
Firſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and tlien he dies. 
4e up the C Waun. 


Thus I'm diſcharg'd ef all my Plmiſer Take 


he at be 
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Take this, and if I claim your Promiſe too, 
{Puts it on his Head | 
Yare King, and Juſtice is your Duty now. . 
Come, by his Fall- | 
This your firſt Step to Glory ſolemnixe, 
I'll make you King, wake him my Sacrifice. 
Ti/. I'll do't, but flay---- [ Adwances towards the King. 
Queen. Nay, quickly to him go; . 
Sir, he expects no Ceremony. now. . 
Tif. Thus then I---- hah! how alter d am I grown! ! 
I ſtand amaz d, and dare not venture on. 
There is in Majeſty a ſecret Charm, 
That puts a Fetter on a Fraitor's Arm: 
I cannot do't--:------- . 
Queen. Then look on her that dares. - 
How deſpicable is the Man that fears! 
Give me the fatal Inſtrument of Death; 
Res [Takes his Dagger from bim. 
4 ſelf will in his. Heart this Dagger ſheath. 
Then bluſh to think, if &'er the World ſhould know, 
That a frail Woman durſt do more than you. | 
Courage---- he {miles,---- — towards the King. + 
Some pleaſing Dreams his Fancy entertain; | 
Oh it were Pity he ſhould wake again. 
Thus, King, thy Life and Empire | command: 
Accept this frem thy Deidamia's Hand, [Stabs hin, 
King, Hah, Mutder'd! Deidamia, and by you | | 
What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do! 
Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewel. 
When Afﬀter-ages thall this, Story tell, 
"Twill be a Truth too ſad to be receiv'd; 
Nor (hall the World be by it ſelf believ'd. 
Did 1 for this en Crown and Empire quit, 
To lay all my Ambition at your, Feet;. 
When at the Altar ſtricteſt Vows I paid? 
Nor were they with leſs Zeal perform'd than made. 
I lov'd you far above that Life y'ave (pilt, 
Till ev'n my Paſljon,was become my Gyilt. 
I for your ſake depriv'd Heav'n of its due, 
Tone Adoration thence to pay it you.. 
And mult this be th' Reward for all I've done? 
Yet I ſhall have this Comfort when I'm gone, 


* 
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That I no longer ſhall with thee remain; 
But die in hopes we ne'er ſhall meet again. [Dies. 
Queen. He's gone, and now my Lord ——- 
7 — Oh, what is't you have done? 
A while lay your unruly Paſſions down, 
View but the ſweet Compoſure of that Face, 
Where Grandeur fat attended by each Grace: 
Now there grim Death his gaſtly Revels keeps, 
And pallid Horror o'er each Feature creeps. 
Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has given 
That Blow, which robs the World te enrich Heav'n. 
Oh my dear Lord, that e'er I liv'd to know 
'T his Day ! Madam; I can't conceal it, 
Queen. Say you ſo? | 
But, Sir, I ſcorn to be betray'd by you. 
At the noi/e of _ entring, throws away the Dagger, 


#hen falls upon her Knees, and lays hold of Tiſſapher- 
nes; then ſpeaks. 


Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, . 


Is't not 2 yave ſhed my Husband's Blood? 
Ti/. The Devil! [good. 
Jucen. And rebb'd the World of all that's great and 
But you muſt ſeek my Life? Oh Pity take, 
If not for mine, at leaſt for Virtue's ſake! 
Ti/. Hell and Plague 
Queen. But why do I name that? for all that e'er 
The World had left of it, lies murder'd there. 
Ti/. Very fine. mine: 
ten. Vet though you've robb'd him of his Lite, ſave 
TIl live to ask Heav'n Pardon for your Sin. 
Ti/. So, now I'll ſtop your Mouth, 
15 reaks from her, and takes up the Dagger. 
Nuten. Help! Murder! Treaſon! help 
nter Lordi. 
1 Tord. How, Tiſupbernes arm'd againſt the Queen | 
What means this Poſture, Sir? —— 
Queen. Oh noble Lord, 
If cer your Pity could a. Tear afford, 
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Weep down an Ocean there; behold the Spring 
Of Sparta's Hopes lies murder'd in her King. » 1 
And had not I the Traitor's Rage withſtood, : 
He with my Husband's too had mixt my Blood. 
See where he. guilty ſtands. 1 ; 
Lord. Great Agis ſlain! | | — J 
By Tiſaphernes tos | 
Queen. Yes, he to gain Do 
The Spartan Crown, this bloody Deed has done. 
See he already has uſurp'd the Crown ; 
His hot Ambition could not bear Delays, 
But on the Royal Spoils thus proudly preys; 
Inſults in's Treaſon. "p44 
Tiſ. ———— I am now run down 
So far, that all hopes of Recovery's gene. 
But, Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt 
On me? was't not by r his Blood was ſpilt? 
Queen. By me! baſe Wretch, would thy Impiety 
Lay this inhuman Regicide on me? 
I wound this Breaſt? ah, deareſt Saint, too well 
I knew thy Worth! * [Wen 
Ti/. Death | ſhe'll be Queen of Hell: 
Pluto will grow in Love with her for this. 
Lord, Lord, Treaſon's above all Pardon. 
Ti/. — Tis. 
Lord. Then, Sir, to juſtice, 
Ti/. No, thus I deny, [Pre/ants bis Dagger. 
T liv'd not by it, nor will by it die. 
5 Was it for this my Stratagems I laid, 
To ruin her, to be hy her betray'd? _ 
Curſe on my narrow Fate; but yet to ſhew 
That I love Murder too as well as you, 
Thus, perjur'd Queen — 

Offers to lab the * * but is hinder'd by the Lordi. 
| ueen. See, how he'd ſtill purſue ; 
His 'Freaſon! hence to Juſtice with him go. 

Hourly let on the Rack his Paing — ö 
Till he the homo of his Guilt confeſs. 
Tif. That ſhall not need. I'll own the Deed as mine; ; 
1 But glory in't, it was a brave Deſign, 


— 
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The King — ping and I ruin d to complaat 

Thy Luſt, all by one Stratagem, was great! 

So great, that for its faks | 

I can with Satisfactian yield my Breath, 

Elſe I ſhould take ne Pleaſure in my Death. 

But ere I go, be pleas'd to entertain 

The laſt kind Precepts of a dying Man. 

Be bloody, falſe, revengeful, Iuſtiul, all 

That can be found recerded an Hell's Roll 

Embrace; where-e'er you rifing Virtue ſee, 

Down with it, and ſet up Impiety. 

Make that your Theme, leave nothing ill undone, 

So copy Tifſaphernes when he's gone; 

Who leaves this Counſel as a Legacy : 

Tis my Religion and PH in it dig. f Exit Tif. guarded. 
Queen. Hence with the Wretch -— 

Mean while to my dead Lord III Sorrows pay, 

And after 'his figh my own Life away. 

So, now they are gone ---- Hah, cho comes there? 


* 


dvd. Tis * W 
ween. Ardella, on t ing caſt back an Eye; 
"Toes once a _ , but thank theſe Hands 3 Sapp 
ay ſtart not, T:Sapherwe:'teo id gone; ¶ Ar flants . 
His Treaſures all are thine as a | nm, — 
Ard. You are too kind | | 
Oxon. See ſtraight a Draught prepared, 
And Murderers; Timandra next muſt fall; 


You know our Will, let it be done. | 28 
Ard. ----- It ſhall . [Fxcunt erh. 


SCENE, A warkerd Tout. 
Timandra cep apon.a Couch, .a Spirit cames aud .. 
Mer. Come my Salla, come a. . | 
ey Merli call. | 
Sal. [within] Whither? 
Mer. Hither ; — Bafineſ 5 day, is 
And where Innocence fleeps <ve ſecureij muy play. 
Sal. I come. LAS * EN GH 1 ie 
er. 
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Mer. So, ne my Dun, 
But fi dn. rhe blunt Clouds that art here. 
Both, Nen aber this Place fe 
And męlom Dario) c * 
Toa byight #elightful Gro. | 
A propty Scene for happy Love. | 
The SCENE changes to Fur. 


Mer, Mann, to _ this fai, thro «NH 

Du wing d Compasious wu culi 
And oy ar Muße abarm, 

E i they their Meaſures here perform. 


Both, Cove all you bright Foam het inbabit ths ths, 
Hu 06/4 ibi tb Hua fur tr he Cara: of the Fair ; 


Hare frolith and tip, Oh no longer devay ! 
But kt nach clap bis Wings, — 


Several Spirits of the Air deſcend, and Dance, 


Salla. Now let us thiſtower the Mar forts of R 
Where vd with Brernal — Wig. 


[A glorious Temple appears in the Air, where the 


Spirits of the Happy att feted. 
See Fair One, /ee, mot long ere you 
Jo tha/e glorious Seats foall go, 
Another Spi. la/ſiful Queen <p for your Blood, 
And you are for the World too goed. 
Mer. Nor Hall you come alone, your So tos. 
Maſt meet a Fate the fame twith you. 
Salla. But here pour Troubles all ſhall ceaſe, 
'Fis the Seat of endleſs Bliſs. | 
Cho. Here in endleſs Pleaſures they 
Keep Eternal Holidey. 
Here they Revel, Sport, and are 
Crowned with Foys ſtill new and rave; 
Their Pleaſures toa can never die, 
But like themſelves have Immortality. 
| Mer. See be hind Spirits fmile, and now 
They'll Bleſs her with a nearer View, 


| TThe whole Body of the Temple moves downward. 1 
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Cho. Deſcen d, ob ye Ghries, deſcond! - | 
Who ewith Bleſſings tternal are Crown'd; 
To this Nymph your kind Influence lend, -— 

| Whilf all the Spheres with Harmony reſound. 

Mer. She wakes; let the Apparition go; 
By th'\damp upon my Wings I know 
Something ill is drawing near ; 
Coms Salla, come away ; Oh come anuay, my Dear, 

They all Vaniſh, aud th Scene changes again to the Tent, 
Tim, I've bad a Dream might have a Lover Bleſt ; 

Oh th' ſweet delights of everlaſting Reſt! 

©, ([Quren appears at the Entrance, 

How's this! the Queen? what can her coming mean? 

cen. Ardella with the Ruffians here remain; 

T'|ll in, and with ſoft words her Temper try ; 

If without him ſhe'll live, ſhe ſhall not die, 

Madam [To Timandra. 
Tim, ----- Your pleaſure! | 
Queen. Oft I've heard y'are brave; 

But the beſt Proof of Gallantry you gave, 

When of your noble Lord you were bereft, 

And ſuch a Bliſs with fo rare Patience left. g 
Tim. Madam, our Flames a nobler Paſſion rules 

Than Fondnefs, th'idle Guilt of wav'ring Fools; 

Our Loves knew a far higher Excellence, 

Than the half Pleaſures of a Minute's ſenſe. 

Queen. Then you may love, ſince you can with him part, 
He has made a Conqueſt o'er my tender Heart. 
Love governs here; and ſince my Husband's dead,. 
Fate and my choiceſt Wifttes have decreed; © 
He ſhould both in his Love and Throne ſucceed. 

Tim. Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make 
Him his Trmandra and his Faith forſake? 
Or think you I an Atome were 8 
Of that Heart, which by holy Vows is mine?” 

No, I will keep him, maugre Cruelty: | 
Queen. Bat, Madam, do you know what tis to die d. 
Tim. Yes, tis to lay theſe Clogs our Bodies by, 

And be removed to bleſt Eternity, © 
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By Death Relief from all our Griefs we gain, 
And by one put an end to Years of Pain; 
By that we in one Minute find out more, 
han all the buſy Gown-men ſtudy for; 
Who after in dull ſearch th'ave Ages ſpent, 
Learn nothing but to know th'are ignorant. 
Death is a Bleſſing, anda thing ſo far 
Above that worſt of all our Frailties, Fear, 
It claims our Joy ; ſince by it we put on 
The top of Happineſs, Perfection. 
Quit him ! no never whilſt I here have breath; 
He's mine in ſpite of Cruelty or Death. 
Quien. Then enter ye grim Miniſters of Fate. 
Enter Murdirers with Poiſon 
Does not your ſtubborn Courage now abate ? | 


Tim, No, my Reſolves more fixt and firm are grown: 


Bring dreadful'ſt Racks and Tortures yet unknown, 


2 me my Love and Intereſt to forego, 

Midſt of my Pains I'll ſmile, and tell thee No. | 
9ueen, But Minion, ſoon your Inſolence ſhall ceaſe. 

Come, ſince ſuch Reſolution you expreſs. ; 

Take this; demur not; do't--- [Gives her a Bowl of Poiſon. 
Tim. And is this all? 

T thought thave had a more heroick Fall, 

Expected to have nobleſt Tortures met, 

Not by dull Poiſon to have found my Fate; 

But any way I can thy Pow'r defy ; 


*Tis for my Alcibiades I die. [Offers to drink, 


> ang Yet yield, .and live.---- 
im. Live! what have I to do 
With Life, when giv'n by one ſa baſe as you? 


Thus I deſpiſe It === [Drinks. , 
Queen. What diſmal Tortures ſtraight will on her ſeize! 


So! 'twas a Health to Alcibiades. 2 
= [After Timandra has drank the Poiſon. 
Tim. Now bluſh at what thy impious Rage has done; 
My Alcibiades is ſtill my own: 2 
And if thou him embrace when I am gone. 


Provide one for each Senſe, and then do thou 8 


ach 
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Each Night thy Bed I'll haung, and challenge there 
Thoſe Joys, of which thou haſt bereft me here. 
Anxious ſhall be each Day, diſturb'd each Night, 
A reſtleſs Shade I'Il. till be in thy Sightz 
And thee i' th' height of all thy Pleaſurtsiſrig hti 
Heav'n, what do I feel | ---— | 
Queen. Oh, does the Draught ſucceed? 
Ard. Madam, great Alkibiadevis freed, 
And juſt is entering. 
Aueen. —— Straight, with ſtricteſt C 
Convey her in, and wait my Pleaſure there. 


[The Murdavers lead in TI mant 


Sweet Murder! oh no Phyſick is fo good 
For th' hopeleſs Lover as a bath of Blood, 
But here he comes —— | 

| Enter: Alcibiades.. 


— No to my Griefs again. £4778 


Alc. It makes me wonder how Freedom gain; 
All things confus'd, and in diſorder are. : 
How's this, in mourning. Weeds? unveil, my Fair. 
Hab, not Ti2:andra! ——— a Aeon unveils. 

Queen. No, Sir, though tis one 
That loves as nobly as ſimandra can, 

Or could, did ſhe yet live; but ſhe is dead. 

Alc. How, dead. : 

Queen. Ves; Tifſaphernes that black Deed did do, 
Promoted by his ignoble Hate to you. 

But you will wonder more; when I ſhall tell, 
That by his Hand the mighty Ais fell. 

The King is ſlain, both I and Sparta now 
Have no hopes left but what remains in you. 

Alc. In me! alas! I am a Wreteh too poor. 
Timandra: dead! curſt ever be the Hour 
Wherein fo fair an Innocence was loft. 

Heav'n juſtly now may of its Glories boaſt; 
For the moſt bright, and preeious Saint that e'er 
The World enjey'd, is fled; and ſeated there. 


Queen. Why do you let your Griefs di ſtract your g ou? 


Call up your Reaſon, nd let Paſſion cool, 


See 
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See here a Queen; that courts you with the Charms; 
Of Love, a Crown, and Empire, to her Arms, 
No 2 r for Timandra Sorrow wear ; 


I will tupply all you, * loſt in her: 
T'll love you as ſhe'd | | 
Alc. —— Oh, Wacam, no; 
To love like her a Task too hard for you; 
Love me as ſhe did? why, each Thovght he had 
Of me, was ſuch, mi * an Ange age glad 
For Crowns, chough mp' ror of the World I were, 
I'd turn a I to recover her. 
Oh, Madam, tempt: no further; all's but vain; 
I ne'er can have a, Thought of Love again. 
Queen. Never — 
Alc. No, never 
Queen. Can you then 88 
Forget your Promiſe? or will you diſown 
That e'er, if you Timandra ſhould ſurvive, 
You vow'd you only for my fake would live? 
You ſee how Heav'n has decreed —— 
Alc. Alas! 
J then the Bleſing knew, but not the Loſs; 
Beſides I now muſt die— 
Queen. How, Sir, ist thus my profer- d Love you prize? 
Alc. ] do not hate you; may not that ſuffice ? 
Auen. Ungrateful, no! but I'll reward thy Pride. 
Draw back : — 
[The Scene drawn diſcovers Timandra on & Conch, in 
. the midſi of her Paint. 
— Go Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride, 
And know, by me thy lov'd. ed: 
Yes, cruel Man, by me —— | 
Tim — No, Queen, ſhe lives, 
And ſtill to all thy Rage Defiance gives. 
Do I behold my dearsſt ord fo nigh ” Alcibiades. 
Shall I again-ſee him before I die 
Alc. Beſt Hopes and Comfort of my Life, I'm here. 
How fates my Love? 
Tim, Oh, come not, come not near; 


My 
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My Blood's all Fire, InfeRion's in each Vein, 
And Tyrant Death in ev'ry Part does reign; 
But I for you could ſuffer much more Pain, 

Ale, Kind Heaven! let all her Pangs upon me fall; 
And add ten thouſand more, I'll bear 'em all, | 
Do but reſtore her back, Oh curſed Queen ! 

What Devil armed thee to fo damn'd a Sin? 
Cou'dit thou be guilty of fo foul a Devd ? 

Queen. Yes, I did do'tz by me the King too bled, 
Unworthy Wretch ! and all for love of you 
But had I pow'r I now would kill thee too, 

Ale, Oh do't, I 11 blot out all th'aft done before, 
And never call thee baſe, nor cruel more, 

Here is my Breaſt, ſoon the kind Work begin, 
Advance thy Peniard, fend it boldly in. 
Queen No, thou ſhalt Rve for harder Deſtiny, 
But tirit ſhall ſee thy dear Timandra die. 
Ale. Oh Miſery beyond the damn'd beneath! 
Muſt I not happy be in Life nor Death? 
Tim. Alas! ceaſe your unneceſſary Moan ; 
IT find my Torments quickly will be gone. 
Though I could wiſh they might to Years renew, 
So I might ſtill he bleſt with teeing you. 
Now the black Storms of Fate are all blown o'er, 
And we ſhall meet, and ne'er be parted more. i 
But oh farewel — [Dies.. 
Alec, —— My dear Timandra ſtay ! 
Ah precious Soul, fly not ſo ſoon away! 
But one Look more; will Death have no Remorſe? 
See, tis thy Alcibiades implores. | 

But oh ſhe's gone! ſeize there that Murdereſs. 

Queen. — No: 

Seize me ! *tis more than all your Camp can do: 

Who e'er comes, here's my Guard; alas mean Fool, 
5 - [Preſents her Dagger. 

My Fate's a thing too great for thee to rule; 

There lies your Conſtancy. [Pointing to Timandra. 

[Alcibiades fees to the Queen, and ſnatches the Dagger 
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Alc. Infernal Hag = 
Whoſe ev'ry. Breath infects, each Look's a Plague! 
Could notthy Fury on my Boſom reſt, 

But thou muſt wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaſt? 
To murder her! — curſe on me that I ſtand 
Thus idle; now thy Heart: 
[Preſents the Dagger to her Breaff. 
— But 6h 'twould brand 
My Trophies with eternal — 1 
If by my Hand fo baſe a thing ſhould die: 
Her Ills ſo many, and fo odious are, 
They would diigrace an Executioner, 
Yet I'd do ſomething z oh I have't, I'll tear [Ravinghs 
Hee piece- meal! — but Timandra's gone too far; 
LMI. 


Yonder ſhe mounts! triumphant Spirit ſtay z 
See where the Angels bear her Soul away ! 
Now all the Gods will grow in love with her: 
And 1 ſhall meet freſh Troops of Rivals there. 


But thus 1'll haſte and follow — [Stabs himſelf. 


— Devil, there — [Throws the Dagger to the Queen. 
Die, if thou haſt Courage enough to dare. 
But ou! | 
A heavy Faintneſs does each Senſe ſurprize: 
Yet ere I cloſe up theſe unhappy Eyes, 
Here their laſt duteous Sorrows they ſhall pay, 
And at this Object melt in Tears away. 
 Bleſt Centre of my Hopes in whom I placed 
Too choice, too pure a Happineſs to laſt. 
J any Lofs leſs than thy Death had grieved; 
How well could I have died, fo thou hadſt liv'd ! 
Damn'd Fiend! --.- [To the Queen. 
But oh why do I rave at her, | 
That have ſo little time to tarry here? 
One parting Kits, and then in Peace I'll die: 
[K:/es Timandra. 
Now, farewel World; welcome Eternity. 
6 Enter Patroclus, Lords and Guarda. 
Pat. Horror of horrors! this. was a diſmal Chance: 
Alas, my Friend ! * 


50 ALCSCA BIA DES. 
11 Ate. N Th _ Grief reftgin ; | 

rewel z. we hegeafter . meet again. Deer. 
Pat. Guards, ſeize the Queen ««-+ { | 
Nees. Beine me, rude Slaves! forbear, 

Pat. You ſhall in. ſhort — Aceuſation hear, 

_ To kill the King, my Father firſt you made 
Your Property then baſely him hetray'd 
Your Woman all contelt, n b — 
Is now ſecured to à more juſt 1 
And (though too late) this black Deſign I (knew 2 
Vet all your Stratagems are uſeleſu now. 
Hence with the Murd ' reſs to Jultice. 

Queen. Hah! 
Think you that I will die by:formal Law? 
No, when I'm dead be thus my Fame ſapply d; 
She lived a Murd'reſs, and a Murd'reſs died. 


[Stabs her Je. 
Juſtice would. but my Happineſs retard: 
Thus I deſcend. below to a Reward. 
I ſhall be Queen of Fate: The Furies there 
For- me a glorioas Cron of Snakes prepare. 
I long to be in State; my Lords. farewel: 
Now noble Charon] hoiſt up Sail for Hell. [Dies. 
Lord. Her Soul is fled — 
Pat. — With her for erer die 
Her Treaſons,. and her odious Memory. 
But whither is the fair: Draxilla gone? 
Lord. Diſtracted at the Miſchiefs that are done, 
She's fled; but whither. is to, all unknown. 
Pat. Quickly let aſter her be made Purſuit; 
Til ranſack all the 3 ng her = 4 
\Propitious: Heav'n to her will ſure be 
Enter Lord. 
2 Lord. My Lord, we in our Votes have all combin'd 
To make 7 King; the Camp with ſhouts and cries 
Of Joy, ſend their loud Wiſhes to the Skies. 
[Shout within, Long. &wve Patroclus _ of Sparta. 
Pat. Go bid 'em-their.unwelcome Noiſe forbear: 
Turn all their. Shouts to-Sighs.of Sorrow. here. 
[Turns to the — 
k'are 
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Th'are gone; and with em all 1-wiſh'd: to-keep. 
Now I could almoſtturn a Boy, and-weep. 
My Friend! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loſt! 
Never were growing Hopes more ſadly croſt, 
Now Fortune has her utmoſt Malice ſhown, 
Bhe'd court me With the 'Flatt'ry of a Crown; 

A thing (6 far beneath thoſe Joys 1 mist, 

"Tis but the Shadow of a Happineſs. 

For how uneaſily on 'I'hrones they fit, 

That mult, like\me, \be. wretched te be great. 


[Exeunt emu. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lov. 


'Tis true, theVarlets care not much to fight 
But Faith, they claw it off whent'er they write; 
Are Bully- Rocks not of the common Size; 
Kill ye Men. fifter than Domitian Flies. 
Onrs made ſuch Havock, that the filly Rogue 
Was red to make me riſe for „ Epilogue. 
The Fup damm d me, but ere to Hell I go, 0 


N OW who ſays Poets don't in Blood deligbi? | 


Dd ver y ain be ſatisfied, if you 

Think it not juſt that he were ſerv'd ſo too. 

As he hath yours, do you his Hopes begnile : 

Yon've been in Purgatory all this while. 

Then Damn him down to Hell, and never ſpare ; 
Perhaps he'll find more Favour there than nw; 
Nay of the two may chooſe the mach leſs Evil; 

If you're but good when pleai'd, een ſo's the Devil. 
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Qui pelago credit, magno ſe farnore tollit 

11 * 2 Coftra —— remains Auro; 
ilis Adula tor picto jacet ebrius Oftro, 

Et gui follicitat Nuptas, ad præmia peccat : 

Sola pruinofis horret Facundia pennit, 

Atque inopi lingua deſertas invocat Artes. Pet. Arb. 
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To Her Royal Highneſs the D UCHESSs, 


Ma DAM, 

FIE R having a great while wiſh'd to 
* od write ſomething that might be worthy to 
"2 lay at Your Pn Feet, and finding 
: N it impoſſible : Since the World has been 
r ſo kind to me to judge of this Poem to 
e my Advantage, as the moſt pardonable 
Fault which I have made in its kind; J had ſinn'd a- 
gainſt myſelf, if J had not choſen this N. to 
implore (what my Ambition is moſt fond of) Your Fa- 
vour and Protection. 

For tho' Fortune would not ſo far bleſs my Endea- 
vours, as to encourage them with your Royal Highneſs's 
Preſence, when this came into the World: Yet I can- 
not but declare it was my Deſign and Hopes, it miz;kt 
have been Your Divertiſement in that happy Seaſon, 
when You return'd again to chear all thoſe Eyes that h#d 
before wept for your Departure, and enliven all Hearts 
that had droop'd for Your Abſence : When Wit ought 
to have paid its choicelt Tributes in, and Joy have known 
no Limits; then I hop'd my little Mite would not have 
been rejected; tho' my ill Fortune was too hard for me, 
and I loſt a greater Honour, by Your Royal Highneſs's 
Abſence, than all the Applauſes of the World belidcs 
can make me Reparation for, . 

Nevertheleſs, naps myſelf not quite unhappy, ſo 
long as I had Hopes this way yet to recompenie my 
Diſappointment paſt z when I conlider'd alſo, that Poetry 
might claim Right to a little Share in Your Favour : For 
Tafſo and Ar iaſto, fome of the beſt, have made their 
Names eternal, by tranſmitting to After-Ages the Glory 
of Your Anceſtors ; and under the ſpreading of thae 
Shade, where two of the beſt have planted their Laurel, 
how honoured ſhould I be, who am the worſt, if but a 

Branch might grow for me 
| A3 I dar 


Your FHighnels to forgive me this 


The DELVICATION. 


I dare not think of offering any thing in this Addreſs, 
that miplit look | ke a Panegyrick, for Fear leſt, whey 
I have done my beſt, the World {ould condemn me, 
tor ſaying too li.tle, and You Yourſelf check me, for 
meddling with a Talk unfit for my Talent. 

For, the Deſcription of Virtues and Perfeftions ſo rate 
as Yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate as ſkilful 


n Hand ; the Features muſt be drawn very fine, to belike ; 


haſty Pawbing will but ſpoil the Picture, and make it ſo 
unnatural, as mutt want falſe Lights to ſet it off: And 
Your Vittue can receive no more Luſtre from Praiſes, 
than Your Beauty can be improved by Art ; which, as it 
charms the braveſt Prince that ever amazed the World 
with his Virtue : So, let but all other Hearts enquire ints 
themſelves, and then judge, how it ought to be pruis'd. 
Your Love too, as none but that great Hero, who has 
i, could deſetve it, and therefore, by a particular ot 
from Heaven, was Coltin'd to ſo extraordinary a Blefſing”, 
ſo ma'el e's for itlelf, and ſo wondions for its Conftlancy, 
Mall be remember'd to Your immortal Honour, when vl 


other 'I'ran{actions, of the Age You live in, (hall be for: 


otien, 

hut I forget, that I am to aſk Pardon for the Fault I 

have been all this while committing, Wherefore, I bey 

| Reſumptlon, and that 
You well be pleas'd to think well of one, who cannot 
help reſolving, with all the Actions of Bife, to enden 
vour to deſerve it: Nay more, I would beg, and hope 
it may be granted, that I may, thro' Yours, never want 
an Advocate in His Fayour, whoſe Heart and Mind You 
have ſo entite a Jhare in: It is my only Portion and my 
Fortune, I cannot but be happy, ſo long as I have but 
Hopes I may enjoy it, and I muſt be wilerable, ſhould 
it ever be my ill Fate to loſe it, 

"This, with eternal Wiſhes for Your Royal Highneſs's 
Content, Happineſe, and Proſperity, in all Humility 1s 
preiented by | 

Your moft Obedient and Devoted Servant, 


Tuo. OT WAT 
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O You, great Tudges in this Writing Me, 
The Sons of Wit, and Patrons of ih Stage, 

/ ith all thoſe humble Thoughts, which till have f 
His Pride, much doubting, tremblinz, and afraid 
Of avhat is to lis Want of Merit dus, 
nd aw'd by ew'ry Excellence in you, 
The Author ſends to beg you will be kind, 
Aud [pare thoſe many Faults you needs muſt find, 
You to ah Wit a common For is grown, 
The Thing ye ſtorn, and publickly diſonun; 
Though nony perhaps y*ave here for other FEndr, 
He ſwears to me, ye ought ts be his Friends: 
For he neter call ye yet in, Teelt | 
Nor aurtte one Line be tell ye you vere Fools : 
But ſays off Wit ye haue ſi > a Stare, 
ds #'#'V much, YOU Mes, 1099 Mat Mee. 
He n e Libel treated yet the Toaun,® 
The Names of honeſt Men bedaav'd and ſhown j 
Nay, never once lampoon'd the har, Life 
Of Suburb Virgin, or of Gity Wife. 
Katy, Ee i Ports y's Diſeaſe, | 
IWhich, fick of a leaud Age, foe vents for Faſe, 
But now her only St? if ſhould be to pleaſa ; 
Since of ill Fate the baneful Cliud's withdrawn 
And Happineſs aguin begins te dunn, 
Since back with 90 and Trinmph he tt come, 
That alivayt drew Feart hence, ne'er brought \em home, 
of has he pl the boift rout Ocean ve | 
Vet meer more avelcome to the longing Shove, 
Not d,] he brought hame Fittories before, 
For then frefb Lanrels flourl/b'd on bis Brow ; 
And he comes erewn'd with Olive Branches nanu? 
Receive him Oh receive him as his Frient; 3 
Embrace the Blifings which be recommend ; 
Such Quiet as your Foes ſhall ne'er deſtroy ; 


Zhen ſpate off bears, aad clap your Hands for Jex. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Heaſto, a Nobleman retir'd from the 


Court, and living privately in, te Mr. Gillow, 
Country, 


Caftalio 1 80 Mr. Betterton, 
Fa, 7 His Sons, Mr. Williams 


Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune, Mr. 5mith, 


25 oi] F Servants in the Family, J. 2 

Cordelis, Polylure's Page. A little Girl. 

Chaplain, Mr. Peretvat, 
WOMEN, 

een of ond dupe, 2 hun. m, 

Sirina, Acafto's Daughter, Mes, Boteler. 

Florella, Monimia's Woman; 5 Mrs, Osborws 
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Enter Paulino and Erneſto, 


© 


PAULINGO, 


Is range, Frne/s, this Severity | 
_—_ (till reign pow'rful in Aea/te's 
nd, 


* 


10 hate the Court, where he was bred, 


and liv'd, | 
All Honours heap'd on him that Pow'r 
could give, 
Fru, Tis true, he hither came a private Gentleman, 
Rut young and brave, and of a m—_— 
5. 


Ancient and Noble, as the Empire ho 
The Honours he has gain'd are juſtly his: 
He has purchas'd them in War ; thrice has he led 
An Army 'gainſt the Rebels, and as often 
Return'd with Victory: The World has not 
A truer Soldier, or a better Subject. 
Paul. It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve him; 
He is the beſt of Maſters, as of Friends : k 


10 Je OnyHaAn, 


I know he has lately been invited thither ; 
Yet ſtill he keeps his ſtubborn Purpoſe z cries, 
He's old, and willingly would be at feſt : 
I doubt there's deep Neſentment in his Mind, 
For the late Slight his Honour ſuffer'd there, 
Fru. Hus he net Reaſon f When for what he hid bore, 
Long, hard, and faithful Foil, he might have claim 
Flaces In Honour, and Employment Wh 3 
A huffing, ſhining, fate ing, erlnging Coward, 
A Canker-worm of Peace, was rals'd above him, 
Haul, Yet fill he holds juſt Value for the King, 
Nor never names him but with higheſt Reverence, 
"Tis noble tha. | 
Ern. Oh! I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 
Speak Things of him might charm the Fars of Envy, 
Panl, Oh may he live, 'till Nature's ſelf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth! 


For when he dies, farewel all Honour, Bounty, 


All generous Encouragement of Arts j 
For Charity herſelf becomes a Widow. 
Heu, No, he has two Bons, that were ordain'd to be 
As well his Virtue's, as his Fortune's Heirs, [ nels, 
Pant. They're beth of Nature mild, and full of Sweet» 
They eame wins from the Womb, and ftill they live 
As if they would go Twins toe to the Grave; * 
Neither has any thing he calls his own, 
But of each other's Joys as Griefs partak ing; 
80 very honeſtly, ſo well they love, 
As they were only for each other born. 
Ern. Never was Parent in an Offspring happier ; 
He has a Daughter too, whoſe blooming Age 
Promiſes Goodneb equal to her Beauty, 


Paul. And as there is a Friendſhip *twixt the Brethren, 
So has her Infant Nature choſen too 
A faithful Partner of her 'Thoughts and Wiſhes, 
And kind Companion of her harmleſs Pleaſures. 
Ern. You mean the beauteous Orphan, fair Moni mia 
Paul. The ſame, the Daughter of the brave Chamont. 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars ; 


Where 
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Where ſuch a wondrous Friendſhip grew between em 
As only Death could end: Champrt's Eſtate 
Was rüln'd in our late and Civil Piſcords; 
I hetefore, unable to advance her Fortune, 
He left his Daughter t6 gur Malter's Cate; 
4% ſuch @ Care, as ſhe ſearce loft a Father, 
tru, Her Brother te the Ejnperer's Wars went early; 
Je ſeek a Fortune, Of a noble Fate j 
Whenee he with Hanour is expefted back, 
And mighty Marks of that Great Prince's Favour, 
Paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in th' uncertain World; 
But warns 'em to avoid both Courts and Camps, 
Where dilatory Fortune 1 the [ilt 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herſelf away on Fools and Knaves. 
Fe. They have both forward, gen“ rous, active Spirits f 
'Tis daily their Petition to their Father 
10 ſend them forth where Glory's to be gotten; 
They ery they're weary of their lazy Home, 
Keillefs to de ſomething that Fame may talk of, 
1'o-day they chas'd the Boar, and near this Ine 
Bhould be return'd, 
Paul, Oh that's a Royal Sport ! 
We yet may ſee the old Man in a Morning, 
Luſty as Health, come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the Chaſe, as if he meant 
To o'ertake Time, and bring back Youth again. 
[ Exeunt, 
Enter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. 
_ Polydore ! our Sport 
Has been to-day, CT ths the Danger ; 
2 on Re 0 the foaming Boar I met, 
in his Side thought to have lodg'd my Spear 
The deſp'rate d within £4 F 4 5 
And bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 
Pol. But then - 
Caft. Ay then, my Brother, omyPFirend Poljdore, 
Like Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed, 


Came 


12 The ORA HAN. 


Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
To ſave Caflalio, "Twas a God-like At! f 
Pol. But when I came, I found you Conqueror, 
Oh my Heart danc'd to ſee your Danger paſt ! 
The Heat and Fury of the Chaſe was cold, 
And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy, 
Caft. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 
*Ruſh on together; thou ſhould'ſt be my Guard, 
And I be thine ; what is't could hurt us then ? 
Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms, 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
And die of rank Diſeaſes here at Home? 
Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old; 
I would be buſy in the World, and learn, 
Not like a coarſe and uſeleſs Dunghil Weed, 
Fix'd to one Spot, and rot juſt as I grow, 
Caf. Our Father 
Has ta'en himſelf a Surfeit of the World, 
And cries, it is not ſafe that we ſhould take it.: 
 T own II have Duty very pow'rful in me; 
And tho' I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 
Yet he's ſo tender, and ſo good a Father, 
I could not do a thing to croſs his Will. 
Pol. Caſtalio, I have doubts within my Heart, 
Which you, and only you can ſatisfy : 
Will you be free and candid to your Friend ? 
Caſt. Have I a Thought my Polydore ſhould notknow ? 
What can this mean ? 
Pol. Nay, I'll conjure you too, 
By all the ſtricteſt Bonds of faithful Friendſhip, 
To ſhew your Heart as naked in this Point, 
As you would purge you of your Sins to Heav'n. 
t. I will. 
Pol. And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the Suff rance of a tender Friend, - .- 
Caſt. As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 


The Artiſt' Hand that miniſters his Cure.  : 
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Pol. That's kindly ſaid, You know our Father's Wards 
The fair Monimia ; Is your Heart at Peace! 
1s it ſo guarded, that you could not love her ? 

/. Suppoſe I ſhould ? 

Pol. Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother, 

Ca. You'd ſay, I muſt not. 

Pol. That would ſound too roughly 
'Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are, 

aft. Is Love a Fault ? 

Pol. In one of us it may be: 

What if I love her ? 

Ca. Then I muſt inform you 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim, 
But will preſerve the Birth-right of my Paſſion, 

Pol. You will! 

Ca/t, 1 will, 

Pel, No more, I've done 

Caſt, Why not? 

Pol. I told you I had done; 

But you, Caſlalio, would diſpute it. 

Caſt. No; 

Not with my Polydore ; though I muſt own 

My Nature obſtinate and void of Suff rance. 

Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 

| Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions, 

I could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip, 

I am ſo much in Love, and fond of thee. 
Pol. Yet you will break this Friendſhip ! 
Caſt. Not for Crowns. 

Pol. But for a Toy you would, a Woman's Toy, 
Unjuſt Ca/talio / 

Caft. Pr'ythee, where's my Fault? 

Pol. You love Monimia. | 

Caſt, Yes, 

Pol. And you would kill me, 
If I'm your Rival. 
Cat. No, ſure we're ſuch Friends, 
So much one Man, that our Aﬀections too 


Muſt be united, and the ſame as we are, 
| B 1 
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Pol. I dote upon Monimia. 
Cat. Love her ſtill ; 
Win and enjoy her. 
Pol. Both of us cannot, 
Ca/t, no Matter 
Whoſe Chance it tbe. but let's not quarrel for't, 
Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you? 
Gafl, Wed her | 
Nef were ſhe all Defire could wiſh, as fair 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be thought, 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 
She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom, Marry! 
When I'm old and weary of. th' World, 
I may grow deſperate, 
And take a Wife to mortify withal, 
Pol. It is an elder Brother's Duty ſo 
To propayate his Family and Name: 
You would uot have yours dic and buried with you ? 
Cal. Meer Vanity, and filly Dotage all!: 
No, let me live at large, and when 1 — 
Pol, Who ſhall poſlcls th' Eſtate you leave ? 
(C4. My Friend, 
If he ſurvives me; if not, my King, 
Who may beſtow't again on ſome brave Man, 
Whoſe Honeſty and Services deſerve one, 
Page. 'Tis kindly offer'd. 
Caſt. By yon Heav'n, I love 
My Polydore beyond all worldly Joys, 
And would not ſhock his Quiet, to be bleft 
With greater Happineſs than Mah e'er taſted. 
Pol. And by that Heav'n eternally I ſwear, 
To keep the kind Caflal/io in my Heart. 
Whole ſhall Monimia be? | 
Cal. No Matter Whoſe. 
Pol. Were you not with her privately laſt Night? 
Ca/ſ?. I was, and ſhould have met her here again; 
But th' Opportunity ſhall now be thine ; 
My ſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Love: 
But have a Care, by Friendſhip I conjure thee, 


That 
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'That no falſe Play be offer'd to thy Brother, 
Urge all thy Pow'rs to make thy Paſſion proſper : 
But wrong not mine, 

Pol. Heav'n blaſt me if I do. 

Caſi. If 't prove thy Fortune, Pohdete, to conquer, 
(For thou haſt all the Arts of fine Perſuaſion! ) 
Truſt me, and let me know thy Love's Succeſs, 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine, 

Pl, Though ſhe be dearer to my Boul, than Reſt 
To weary Pilgrims, or to Miſers Gold, 
% grent Men Pow'r, or wealthy Cities Pride, 
Rather than wrong Calis, I'd forget her, 

Vor if ye Pow'rs have Happineſs in Store, 
When ye wou'd ſhow'r down Joys on Palydore, 


In one great — all your Bounty ſend, 
0 


That I may never loſe ſo dear a Friend, 
| [Ex. Cait, Pol, Manet Page. 


Enter Monimia, 


Mon. 80 ſoon return'd from Hunting? This fair Day 
Seems as if ſent to invite the World abroad, 
Paſs'd not C 2 and Polydore this way ? 
Page. Madam, juſt now, 
Mon. Sure my Fl Fate's upon me. 
Diſtruſt and Heavineſs fit round my Heart, 
And Apprehenſion ſhocks my tim'rous Soul. 
Why was not I laid in my peaceful Grave 


With my poor Parents? and at Reſt as they are ? 


| Inſtead of that, I'm wand'ring into Carcs. 


Ca/ialio! O Caſtalio ! thou haſt caught 
My fooliſh Heart; and like a tender Child, 
That truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, 
I fear its Harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio. I muſt*chide you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, have I done yot any Wrong! 
Mon. I never ſee you now; you have been kinder; 
Sat by my Bed, and ſung me pretty Songs : 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful : Here's Money for you: 
Will you oblige me ? Shall I ſee you oftner ? 
| B 2 Page. 
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Page, Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul; 
But in the Morning when you call me to you, 
As by your Bed I ſtand and tell you Stories, 
Jam aſham'd to fee your ſwelling Brealts, 

It makes me bluſh, they are fo very white, 

Mom. Oh Men for j latt'ry and Deceit renown'd ! 
'Thus when y'are young ye learn it all like him, 

Till as your Years encreaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
 'T*undo poor Maids, and make our Ruin caſy. 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt heard 
Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets; 
Sometimes, at leaſt, have they not talk'd of me ? 
Page. Oh Madam! very wickedly they have talk'd ! 
1 But I'm afraid to name it; for, they ſay, 
1 Boys mult be whipt that tell their Maſters Secrets. 
| Mon. Fear not, Cordelio ! It ſhall ne'er be known; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as 'twere mine. | 
Polydore cannot be ſo kind as I. 
F'll furniſh thee for all thy harmleſs Sports 
With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be ſo. 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord ; 
For he was never half ſo kind as you are. 
What mult I do? 
Mon. Inform me how thou'ſt heard 
Caffalis, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 
Page. With all the 'Tenderneſs of Love ; o 
You were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe, 
At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd ; 
But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the Frailty of his Friend; 
At laſt, after much ſtruggling, t was reſolved 
Mon. What, good Cordelio? 
Page. Not to quarrel for you. 
Mon. 1 would not have em, by my dearelt Hopes; 
I would not be the Argument of Strife, 
But ſurely my Caſtalis won't forſake me, 
And wks a Mock'ry of my caſy Love. 
Went they together ? 
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Pay, Yes, to ſeek you, Madam, 
Caftalla promis'd Polydore to bring him, 
Where he alone might mect you, 
And fairly try the Fortune of his Wiſhes, 
Mon, Am I then grown ſo cheap, juſt to be made 
A common Stake, a Prize for Love in cit? 
Was not Caſtalio very loth to yield it; 
Or was it Polydore's unruly Paſſion, 
That heighten'd the Debate? 
Page. The Fault was Poljdore's. | 
Cabal play'd with Love, and ſmiling ſhew'd 
The Pleaſure, not the Pangs of his Deſire. 
He ſaid no Woman's Smiles ſhould buy his Freedom 3 
And Marriage is a mortifying Thing. | 
Menu. Then I am ruin'd, if Ca/ta/io's falſe. 
Where is there Faith and Honour to be found ? 
Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Weak, protect, and take me to your Care. 
Oh but I love him | There's the Rock will wreck me! 
Why was I made with all my Sex's Softneſs, 
Yet want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
I'll Ze Caſtalio, tax him with his Falthoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my Wrongs ; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him ſtill. 


Enter Caſtalio and Polydore. 


He comes, the Conqueror comes! lie ſtill, my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. 

Caft. Madam, my Brother begs he may have Leave 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly ; 
] leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 

Mon. My Lord Caſtalio / 

Caſt. Madam! 
Min. Have you purpos'd 3 
To abuſe me palpably ? What means this Uſage ? 
Why am I left with Po/ydore alone ? 

Caft. He beit can tell you, Buſineſs of Importance 
Calls me away ; I muſt attend my Father, 

Mon, Will you then leave me thus ? | 

2 - Caf, 
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Caſt. But for a Moment. 
Mon. It has been otherwiſe ; the Time has been, 
When Buſineſs might have ſtay'd, and I been heard. 
* Caft. I could for ever hear thee ; but this Time 
Matters of ſuch odd Circumſtances preſs me, 
That I muſt go Exit. 
Mon, Then go, and, if 't be poſſible, for ever. 
Well, my Lord Po/ydore, I gueſs your Buſineſs, 
And read th' ill- natur'd Purpoſe in your Eyes. 
Pol. If to defire 50a more than Miſer's Wealth, 
Or dying Men an Hour of added Lite; 
If ſofteit Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, 
Than ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain'd, 
Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me jaſtly. 
Mon. Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Pc. Who can behold ſuch Beauty, and be filent ! 
Deſire firſt taught us Words: Man, when created, 
At firſt alone long wander'd up and down, 
Forlorn, and filent as his Vaſſal-Heaſts; | 
But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you, appear'd, 
Strange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, and fir'd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love, 
Mon. The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt; 
'They were the only Objects of each other, 
Therefore he courted her; and her alone: 
But in this Peopled World of Beauty, where 
There's roving Room, where you may court, and ruin 
A Thouſand more, why need you talk to me? 
Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee for ever: Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze 
On thoſe dear Eyes; for every Glance they ſend 
Parts through my Soul, and almoſt gives Enjoyment, 
Mon. How can you dabour thus for my Undoing ? 
T mnft confeſs, indeed, I owe you more 
Than ever I can hope or think to pay, 
There always was a Frieadſhip 'twixt our Families; 
And therefore when my tender Parents dy'd, 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 
Your Father's Pity and his Bounty took me, 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his Care, 
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Pol. TwWas Heav'n ordain'd it ſo, to make me happy 
Hence with this peeviſh Virtue, 'tis a Cheat, 
And thoſe who taught it firſt were Hy pocrites. 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for yielding. 
Mon. Here on my Knees by Heav'n's bleſt Pow'r I 
ſwear, | [ Kneels, 
If you perſiſt, I ne'cr henceforth will ſee you, ? 
But rather wander thro' the World a Beggar, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Iviens Doors ; 
For though to Fortune loſt, III ſtill inherit 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Father's Honeur. 
Pol. Intolerable Vanity ! your Sex | 
Was never in the Right; y'are always falſe, 
Or filly ; ev'n your Dreſſes are not more 
Fantaſtick than your Appetites ; you think 
Of nothing twice : Opinion you have none. 
To- day y'are nice, To-morrow not fo free; 
Now ſmile, then frown ; now ſorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why! 
Virtue you affect, Inconſtancy's your Practice; 
And when your looſe Deſires once get Dominion, 
No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Feaſt; | 
Ev'ry rank Fool goes downo—_ 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, 
T own my Sex's Follies; I have 'em all, 
And to avoid its Fuult, muſt fly from you: 
Therefore believe me, could you raife me high 
As molt fantaſtick Woman's Wiſh could reach, 
And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet 
I'd rather run a Salvage in the Woods 
Amongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinl:led and deform'd, 
As Wildneſ: and moſt rude Negle& could make me, 
So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſafe 
From the deſtroying Wiles of faithleſs Men. — [it. 
Pol. Who'd be that ſordid fooliſh thing call'd Man, 


To cringe thus, fawn, and flaticr for a Pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above'him ? 
The luſty Bull ranges through all the Field, 
And from the Herd finzling his Female out, 
B. 4 „ Enjoys 
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' Enjoys her, and abandons her at bis Will. 


It mall be ſo; I'll yet poſſeſs my Love, 

Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours ; 
Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart, 


| It? very Minute when her Virtue nods, 


I'll ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, 
Beat down her Guard of Honour all before me, 
Surfeit on Joys, till ev'n Deſire grows ſick ; 
Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, 
And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 
| [ Ex, Pol, and Pages 
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ACT if SCENT LI 


Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendants. 


Acaſt. O-day has been a Day of glorious Sport. 
When you, Caſtalio, and your Brother left me, 
Forth from the Thickets ruſh'd another Boar, 
So lunge, he ſeem'd the T'yrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high, 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back ;. 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 
Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead the Chace, 
W hetting his huge long Tuſks, and giping wide, 
As if he already had me for his Prey ; 
"Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this bold executing Arm, 1 ruck 
'The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 
Caſt. The Actions of your Life were always wond'rous, 
Acaſt. No Flattery, Boy! an honeſt Man can't live by't, 
It is a little meaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal. 
If thou haſt Flattery in thy Nature, out with't, 
Or ſend it to a Court, for there 'twill thrive. 
Pol. Why there? 
Acnſt. "I's, next to Money, current there; 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms 
As there are Sorts of Vanities, and Men 
The ſuperſtitious Stateſman has his Sneer 
To ſmooth a poor Man off with, that can't bribe him; 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſooths 
The Humouriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 
Who without Spleen could ſee a hot brain'd Atheiſt 
Thanking a * Doctor for his Sermon; 
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Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze him by the Hand, and praiſe his goodComplexion? * 
Pol. Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh ; . 
Where the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools 
Make Show. Why ſhould I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
To ſee a gaudy Coxcomb fhine, when I 
Have ſeen enough to ſooth him in his Follies, 
And ride him to Advantage as I pleafe ? --— 
Acaft. Who merit, ought indeed to riſe i' the World, 
But no wiſe Man that's Honeft ſhould expect. 
What Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 
To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 
And Forms of Buſineſs, force a grave ſtarch'd Face, 
When he's a very Libertine in's Heart ? 
Seem not to know this or that Man in publick, 
When privately perhaps they meet together, 
And lay the Scene of ſome brave Fellow's Ruin. 
Such Things are done 
Ca/t. Your Lordthip's Wrongs have been 
Sq great, that you With Juſtice may complain 
But ſuffer us, whoſe younger Minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair: 
Were the a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, 
Her Worth would ceaſe, and half the World grow idle. 
caſt. Go to, y*are Fools, and know me not; I've learnt 
Long ſince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn my Wrongs, 
According to the Value of the Doer, 
Vou both would fain be great, and to that end 
Deſire to do Things worthy your Ambition, 
Go ſo the Camp, Frofermont's nobleſt Mart, 
Where Honour ought to have the faireſt Play, you'll find 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 
Almoſt in ev'ry Band: How many Men 
Have ſpent their Blood in their dear Country's Service, 
Yet now pine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, 
That ev'n would cut their Throate, whom now they 
fawn on, 
Like deadly Locuft eat the Honey up, 


Which thoſy induttrious Bees ſo hardly toil'd for ? 
g + * 2 Ca/d, 
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Caft. Theſe Precepts ſait not with my active Miad, 


Methinks [ would be buſy. | 

Pol. So would I 
Not loiter out my Life at Home, and know 
No farther than one Proſpect gives me leave. 

Acaſt. Buſy your Minds then, ſtudy Arts anJ Men: 
Learn how to value Merit though in Razs, 
And ſcorn a proud ill-manner'd Knave 1a Office. 


Enter Serina, Monimia and Maid. 


Ser. My Lord, my Father ! 
| Acaſt. Bleflings on my Child, 

My little Cherub, what haſt thou to aſk me? 

Ser, I bring you, Sir, molt glad and welcome News: 
The young Chamont, whom you've ſo often wiſh'd for, 
Is juſt arriv'd, and ent'ring, 

Acaft, By my Soul, 

And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him like his Father's Friend. 


Eater Chamont, 

Welcome, thou ReliQt of the beit-lov'd Man, 
Welcome from all the l'urmoils, and the Hazards 
Of certain Danger, and uncertain Fortune; 
Welcome, as happy Tidings after Fears, 

Cham, Words would but wrong the Gratitude I owe yous 
Should I begin to ſpeak, my Soul's ſo full, 
That 1 ſhould talk of nothing elſe all Day. 

Mon. My Brother! 
Cham. Oh my vilter ! let me hold thee 

Long in my Arms. I've not beheld thy Face 
Thee many Days; by Night I've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and {titi-fv'd my Soul | 
With fancy'd Joys, till Morning Cares awak'd me, 
Another Siſter ! ſure it mult be to ; 
Though, I remember well, 1 had but one: 
Rat I teel ſomething in my Heart that prompts, 
And tell: me ſhe ha: Claim and Tnterel} there, 

Aci/t, Young Soldier, vou've not dul Nudy'd War, 

N 1 0 Courts 
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Courtſhip, I ſee, has been your Practice too, 
And may not prove unwelcome to my Daughter. 
Cham. Is ſhe your Daughter ? then my Heart told true! 
And I'm at leaſt her Brother by Adoption: : 
For you have made your ſelf to me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have Leave to love her. 
Ser. Menimia, thou haſt told me Men are falſe, 
Will flatter, feion, and make an Art of Love : 
Is Chamont fo? No, ſure, he's more than Man, 
Something that's near Divine, and Truth dwells in him. 
Accft. Thus happy, who would envy pompous Pow'r, 
"The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities? 
Let there be Joy through all the Houſe this Day! 
In ev'ty Room let Plenty flaw at large, 
Ft is the Birth-Day of my Royal Mitter, 
You have not vitized the Court, Chumens 
Since your Return ? 
Chen. I have no Buſineſs there } 
have not f1\viſh Temperance enough 
T* atiend a Favre“ Heels, and watch his Smiles, 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 
And thank ihe Lord that wrong'd me for his Favour, 
I i This you could do. [To his Sexy, 
C. I'd ſerve my Prince. 
Acath. Who'd ſerve him 1 
Caf, I would, my Lord. 
Pe/. And I both would, 
Ataft, Away, 
He needs not any Servant ſuch at you, 
Serve him ! he merits more than Man can do ! 
He is ſo goed, Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth : 
So merciful, ſure he ne'er flept in Wrath; 
So jult, that were he but a private Man, 
He could not do a Wrong How would you ſerve him? 
Cf, I'd ſerve him with my Fortune here at Home, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars, 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him, 
Pol. Die for him, 
As ev'ry true-born loyal Subject ought, _ 
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Acaſt. Let me embrace you both. Now by the Souls 
Of my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy; 
For this be ever bleſt my Marriage- Day, 
Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And doubly bleſt be that auſpicious Hour 
That gave ye Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 
Ye ual have Buſineſs ; when your Maſter wants you, 
You cannot ſerve a nobler : I have ſerv'd him; 
In this old Body yet the Marks remain 


Of many Wounds, I've with this Tongue proclaim'd 


His Right, ev'n in the Face of rank Rebellion ;. 
And when a foul-moutl\'d Traitor once prophan'd 
His facred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 
Rv'n at the Head of all his giddy Roat, 

| rualh'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chine. 


Rater Servant, 
erb, My Lord, th* expected Gueſts are jult arriv'd, 
Acts Go you, and By 'em Weleome and Reception, 
Cham, My Lord, U ſtand in need of your Aflittance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour, 
Acaſt, Spoke ſike the Son of that brave Man I lov'd 3 
So freely, fiiendly we convers'd together, : 
Whate'er it be, with Confidence impart it, 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword, 
Cham I dare not doubt your Friendſhip nor your Juſtice, 
Your Bounty ſhewn to what 1 hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Sitter, mult not be forgotten! 
ee. Pr\ythee no more of that 3 it grates my Nature, 
Cham, When our dear Parents dy'd, op dy'd together, 
One Fate (urpris'd-*em, and one Grave receiv'd em: 
My Father in his dying Breath bequeath'd 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as the lay 
Languiſhung by him, call'd me to her Side, 
Took me in her fun, Arms, wept and embrac'd me; 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv'd my Tears, _ 
Kiſs'd them away: S.4id ſhe, Chamont, my Son, 
By this aud all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee, 


Be careful of Monimia ; watch her Youth ; 
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Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour: 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome Friend. Then ſigh'd, 
Kiſt me again; ſo bleſt us, and expir'd. 


Pardon my Grief. 
Acaſt. It ſpeaks an honeſt Nature. 


Cham. The Friend Heav'n rais'd was you, you took her up 


An Infant, to the deſart World expos'd, - 
And prov'd another Parent. 
Heat. I've not wrong'd her. | 
Cham, Far be it from my Fears, 
| Feaſt, Then why this Argument; | 
Cham, My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll bear it. 
Acaft. Go on, 
Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly : 
Good Offices claim Gratitude ; and Pride, 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 
And make us (rather than be thought behiud-hand) 
Pay Over-price. 
Acaſt. I cannot gueſs your Drift ; 
Diſtruſt you me? 
Cham. No, but I fear her Weakneſs 
May make her pay her Debt at any rate 
And, to deal freely with your Lordthip's Goodneſs, 
I've heard a Story lately much diſturbs me, 
Aeaſt. Then firit charge her ! and ifth' Offene be found 
Within my reach, tho' it ſhou'd touch my Nature, 
In my own Off ſpring, by the dear Remembrance 
Of thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoic'd in, 
I'd proſecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance, [Exit, 
Cham, I thank you from my Soul. 
Mon. Alas! my Brother! 8 
What have I done? and why do you abuſe me? 
My Heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face, 
And clouded Brow, methinks I ſee my Fate: 
You will not kill me! 
Cham. Pr'ythee, why doſt talk ſo ? 
Mon. Look kindly on me then. I cannot bear: 
Severity ; it daunts, and docs amaze me : | 


My Heart's ſo tender, ſhould you charge me rough, 


— — 


— — ä 


Tlo the unhappy Deban flew his Father, 


The ORPHAN. 27 


I ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with Sobbing. 
But uſe me gently like a loving Brother, 
And ſearch through all the Secrets of my Soul, 

Cham. Fear nothing, I will hew myſelf a Brother, 
A tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother. 
You've not forgot our Father ? 

Men. I ſhall never. 

Cham, Then you'll remember too, he was a Man 
That liv'd up to the Standard of his Honour, 
And priz'd that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth : 
He'd not have done a ſhameful Thing but once, 
Though kept in Darkneſs from the World, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiv'n it to himſelf. 
This was the only Portion that he left us; 
And I more glory in't, than if poſſeſt 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. 


Twas a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicely ; 


Now if, by any Chance, Monimia, 
You have foils this Gem, and taken from its Value, 
How will you account with me ? 

Mon. I challenge Envy, 
Malice, and all the Practices of Hell, 
Jo cenſure all the Actions of my paſt 
Unhappy Life, and taint me if they can! 

Cam. I' tell thee then; Three Nights ago, as I 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, 
A ſudden Dawn ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat 
Dew'd all my Face, and Trembling ſeiz'd my Limbs : 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ſtarted, 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear'd 
The Form of Thee, thus beauteous as. thou art; 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, which by Turns careſs'd thee 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure: 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment 
Darted at the Phantom, ſtraight it left me : 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen ! 
J found my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, | 
a where that famous Tale was interwoven, 


| Mon. 
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Mon. And for this Cauſe my V irue is ſuſpeRed ! 
Becauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, - 
I mult be tortut'd waking ! 
Ch.m, Have a care! 
Labour not to be jultify'd too faſt: 
Hear all, aud then let vp hold the Scale, 
What follow'd was the Ridd'e that confounds me: 
Through n cloſe Lane, as I purfu'd my Journey, 
And _—_— on the lait Night's Viſion, 
I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, 
Picking dry Stick:, and mumbling to herſelf ; 
Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold Palſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd, 
And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapt 
The tatter'd Remnant of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Crroals from the Cold; 
So there was nothing of a Viece about her: 
Her lower Weeds were all o'cr coarſely patch'd 
With diff'rent colour'd Rage, black, red, white, yellow, 
And ſcem'd to ſpeak Variety of Wietchednels ; 
I aſk'd her of my Way, which ſhe inforn'd me; 
Then crav'd my Charity, and bad me haſten 
To ſive a Siſter: At that Word I flarted! 
Men. The common Cheat of Beggars every Day! 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of Propheſy, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 
Cham. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia, 
As in it bore great Circumſtance of Truth; 
Ca/talio and Polyaore, my Siſter. 
Mon. Hah! | 
Cham. What, alter'd ! does your Courage fail you? 
Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was honelt ; 
Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them 
Thy Honour at a ſordid Game? | 
Mon. IT will. | 
J muſt, ſo hardly my Misfortune loads me, 
That both have offer'd me their Loves, moſt true. 
Cham. And 'tisas true too, they have both undone thee. 


Men, 
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Mon, Though they both with earneſt Vows 
Have preſt = eatt, if e'er in Thought I yielded 
To any but Cie 

Cham, But Caſtalio ? 5 

Mon. Still will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe, 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul 
By gen'rous Love, and honourable Vows : 

Which he this Day appointed to eompleat, 
And make himſelf by holy Marriage mine. 
Cham, Art thou then ſpotleſs ? hait thou (till preſerv'd 
Thy Virtue white, without a Blot untainted ? | 
on, When l'm unchaſte, may Heav'n reject my Prayers! 


Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 


Cham. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt Man, 
But let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin. 
Truſt not a Man ; we are by Nature falſe, 
Diſſtembling, ſubtle, cruel, and unconſtant : | 
When a Man talks of Love, with Caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Caſtalio ſooth thee : 
Avoid it as thou would'it preſerve the Peace : 
Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th'art precious. by 
Men. I willl : [Ones 
Cham, Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great 


When Merit begs, then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon 


His Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eaſy. [Ex. 

Mon. Yes, Iwill try him; torture him ſeverely ; 

For, Oh Caſtalio ! thou too much haſt wrong'd me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill Uſare. 
He comes; and now for once, Oh Love, ſtand neuter, 
Whilſt a hard Part's perform'd ! for I muſt tempt, 
Wound his ſoft Nature, though my own Heart akes for't. 
| h | [Exits 
Enter Caſtalio. 

Ca/t. Monimia, Monimia | «=== She's gone; 
And ſeem'd to part with Anger in her Eyes; 
Jam a Fool; and ſhe has found my Weakneſs; 
She uſes me already like a Slave _ | . 
Fa 
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Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at Will, 
*T was not well done to trifle with my Brother: 
F might have truſted him with all the Secret, 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhewa it bare. 
But then he loves her too ; but not like me. 
Jam a doating honeſt Slave, deſign'd | 
For Bondage, Marriage-bonds, which I have ſworn 
To wear: it is the- only Thing I e'er 
Hid from his Knowledge: and he'll ſure forgive 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend 
Betray'd to Love, and all its little Follies. 


Enter Polydore, and Page at the Door. 
Pol. Here place yourſelf, and watch my Brother 
throughly : 
Tf he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 
aſs not one Circumſtance without Remark : 
Sir, tis your Office, do't, and bring me word. [Ex. Pol. 


Enter Monimia. 

Caſt. Monimia, my Angel ! twas not kind 
To leave me like a Turtle here alone, 

To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 
When thou art from me every Place is deſart, 
And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn 3, 
Thy Preſence only 'tis can make me bleſt, 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
Mon. O the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
"Tis thus the falſe Hyæna makes her Moan, 

To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den; 

Your Sex are ſo,- ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, 

With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Womens Hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made your Prey. 

Caſt. What means my Love? Oh, how have I deſerv'd 
This Language from the Sov'reign of my Joy! | 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky; 
feel 'em chill me to the very Heart. 


Mon. 


* 
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Mon. Oh, you are falſe, Caftalio, moſt forſworn. 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith; 

My Heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhake't no more. 
Caf. Who told youſo? what Hell-bred Villain durſt 

Prophane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? 

Mon Your Brother, knowing on what Terms I'm here, 
Th' unhappy Object of your Father's Charity, 
Licentiouſly diſcours'd to me of Love, 

And durſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion. 

Caſt. Tis I have been to blame, and only I; 
Falſe to my Brother, and unjuſt to Thee. 
For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this Day own'd it, 
Taxt me with mine, and claim'd a Right above me. 

Mon. And was your Love ſo very tame, to ſhrink, 
Or rather than loſe him, abandon me ? 

Caft. I, knowing him precipitate and raſh, 

To calm his Heat, and to conceal wy Happineſs, 
Seem'd to comply with his unruly Will ; 

Talkt as he talkt, and granted all he aſk'd ; 

Leſt he in Rage might have our Loves betray'd, 

And I for ever had Monimia loft. 

Mon. Could you then ? did you? can you own it too ? 
'T was poorly done, unworthy of yourſelf ! 

And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Caſt. Is this Monimia ? ſarely no; till now 

Jever thought her Dove-like, ſoft, and kind. 
Who truſts Ris Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt : 
You were made fair on Purpoſe to undo us, 
While greedily we ſnatch th' alluring Bait, 

And ne'er diſtruſt the Poiſon that it hides, 

Mon.W hen Love ill-plac'd would find a Means to break, 

Ca/t. It never wants Pretences or Excule. 

Mon, Man therefore was a Lord like Creature made, 
Rough as the Winds, and as inconſlant too: | 
A lotty Afpect given him for Command, 

Eaſily ſoften'd, when he would betray. 

Like conqu'ring Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while; 

But ſoon you find new Conqueſls out, and leave 
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The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. 
If fo, Ca/talie, you have ſerv'd my Heart, 
J find: that Deſolation's ſettled there, 

And I fhall ne'er recover Peace again, 

Caſt. Who ean hear this, and bear an equal Mind ! 
Since you will drive me from you, I muſtgo | 
But, Oh Menimia , when th' haſt baniſh'd me, 

No cree ng Slave, though tractable and dull, 

As artful Woman for her Ends would chuſe, 

Shall ever dote as I have done: For, Oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pains can tell, 
"Tis Heav'n to have thee, and without thee Hell, 

Mon. Caſtalis f tay! we muſt not part. 1 find 
My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace. 

Theſe little Quarrels Love mult needs forgive, 
They rouſe up drowſy Thoughts, and wake my Soul. 
Oh! charm me with the Muſick of thy Tongue; 
I'm ne'er ſo bleſt as when LI hear thy Vows, | 
And liſten to the Language of thy Heart. 

Ca/t. Where am II ſurely Paradiſe is round me! 
Sweets planted by the Hand of Heav'n grow here, 
And every Senſe is full of thy Perfection. 

To hear thee ſpeak might calm a mad Man's Frenzy, 
"Till by Attention he forgot his Sorrows ; 

But to behold thy Eyes, th' amazing Beauties 

Might make him rage again with Love, as I do. 

To touch the:'s Heaven, but to enjoy thee, Oh! 
Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece | 
Sure framing thee Heaven took unuſual Care, 

As its own Beauty it deſign'd thee Fair; 

And form'd 4hee by the bell-lov'd Angel there, [ x, 
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Ar SCENE I 


Euter Polydore, and Page. 


Pol. E RE they ſo kind? Expreſs it to me all 
In Words, "twill make me think I ſaw it too. 
Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal Foes z 
Monimia rag'd, Caſtalio grew diſturb'd ; | 
Each thought the other wrong'd, yet both ſo haughty, 
"They ſcorn'd Submiſſion, though Love all the while 
The Rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contain'd. 
Pol. But what ſucceeded ? 
Page. Oh 'twas wondrous pretty 
For of a ſudden all the Storm was paſt, 
A gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it; 
Monimis figh'd and bluſh'd, Ca/ta/zo ſwore ; 
As you, my Lord, I well remember, did 
To my young Silter in he Orange Grove, 
When I was firſt prefer'd to be your Page. 
Pol. Happy Caſtalio | Now by my great Soul, 
M' ambitious Soul, that languiſhes to Glory, 
Fl have her yet, by my belt Hopes I will. 
She ſhall be mine in ſpight of all her Arts. 
But for Caſtalio why was I refus'd ? 
Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul Play ? - 
Traduc'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not do't. 
It muſt be ſo: We parted, and he met her, 
Half to Compliance 4 4 by me; ſurpriz'd 
Her ſinking Virtue, 'til ſhe yielded quite: 
So Poachers baſely pick up tir'd Game, 
ie the fair Hunter's cheated of his Prey. 
oy 
Page. My Lord! 


* 
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Pol. Go to your Chamber, and prepare your Lute : 
Find out ſome Songs to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
Womens Hypocriſies, their ſubtle Wiles, 

Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, eee Z 
s; 


Their painted Outſides, and corrupted Min 


The Sum of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods. 


Enter Servant, 
Serv, Oh the unbappy' it Tydings Tongue e'er told! 
Pol. 'The Matter ! ns | 
Serv. Oh! your Father, my good Maſter, 
As with ht» Gueſts he ſat in Mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the Goblet round the joyful Board, 
A ſudden Tremblirg ſeiz'd on al] his Limbs 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; his Viſ»ge pale! 
His Speech forſook him ; Life it ſelf ſcem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 


Enter Acaſio leaning on two. 

Acaſt. Support me, give me Air ; I'll yet recover 
"Twas but a Slip decaying Nature made, 
For ſhe grows weary near her Journey's End. 
Where are my Sons? come near, my Polhdore; 
Your Brother; where Ca/talio ? 

Serv, My Lord, | 
T've ſearch'd, as you commanded, all the Houſe ;_ 
He and Monimi are not to be found, ['Tis well; 
Acaſt. Not tobe found ! then where are all my Friends? 
T hope they'll pardon an unhappy Fault 
My unmanneily Infirmity has made! 
Denth could not come in à more welcome Hour; 
For I'm prepar'd to meet him, and, methinles, 


Would live and die with all iy Friends about me, 


Hate, Caltalio, 
Caft, Angels preſerve my deireſt Father's Life, 
Blef: it with Tong, uninterrupted Days ! 
Oh | may he live 't11 Time it (elf deeay, 
Till good Men wiſh him Dead, or J offend him 


Acaft. 
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Acaſt. Thank you, Caſtalio give me both your Hands, 
And bear me up, I'd walk: So, now methinks, 
1 appear as great as Hercules himſelf, 
Supported by the Pillars he had rais'd. 
Caſe. My Lord, your Chaplain. CHE, 
Acaſt. Let the good Man enter.” Health. 
Chap. Heav'n guard your Lordſhip, and reſtore your 
Acaſt. I have provided for thee, if I die. 
No fawning ! *tis a Scandal to thy Office. 
My Sons, as thus united, ever live, 
And for th' Eſtate, you'll find when I am dead; 
1 havedivided it betwixt you both, 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love ; 
Only to ſweet Monimia I've bequeath'd 
Ten thouſand Crowns, a little Portion for her, 
To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. 
Be not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers; ſhun 
The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's unſound, 
His Spleen o'erweighs his Brains ; but above all, 
Avoid the politick, the factious Fool, 
The buſy, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knave, : 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that ſins apainſt his Reaſon g 
Calls ſaucy loud Suſpicion, publick Zeal, 
And Mutiny, the Dictates of his Spirit: 
Be very careful how you make new Friends, 
Men read not Morals now, it was a Cuſtom $ 
But all are to their Father's Vices born : 
And in their Mother's Ignorance are bred, 
Let Marriage be the laſt mad thing you do, 
For all the Sims and Follies of the paſt, 
If you have Children, never give them Knowledge, 
"'T'will Spoil their Fortune; Fools ate all the Faſhions 
If you've Religion, keep it to your ſelves z 
Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Toleration, 
And laugh you out 6n't 4 never ſhew Religion, 
Except you mein to paſs for Knives of Conſcience, © 
And cheat believing Fools that think ye honeſt, 


Hater Berlins. 
Ger, My Father! | 
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Acaſt. My Heart's Darling ! 

Ser, Let my Knees ä 
Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let my Eyes have Reſt, 
But wake and weep, till Heav'n reſtore my Father! 


Acaſt. Riſe to my Arms, and thy kind Pray' rs are anſwer'd, 


For thou'rt a wond'rous Extract of all Goodneſs, 
Born for my Joy, and no Pain's felt when near thee. 
Chamont ! 


Enter Chamont. 


Cham. My Lord, may*'t prove not an unlucky Omen: 
Many I ſee are waiting round about you, 
And I am come to aſk a Blefling too. 

Acaſt. May'ſt thou be happy! 

Cham. Where ? 

Acaſt. In all thy Wiſhes. , 

Cham. Confirm me ſo, and make this Fair One mine: 
I am unpraRtis'd in the Trade of Courtſhip, 

And know not how to deal Love out with Art : 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt like thoſe in War, 
»pyerce, reſolute, and done with all the Force; 
Fe I would open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out the Abundance of my Soul. 
Acaſt. What ſays Serina ? can'ſt thou love a Soldier? 
One born to Honour, and to Honour bred ? 
xp One that has learnt to treat een Foes with Kindneſs ; 
Jo wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf ? 

Fer. Oh t name not Love, for that's ally'd to Joy, 
And Joy muſt be a Stranger to my Heart, 

When you're in Danger, May Chamont's "ou Fortune 
Render him lovely to ſome 1 Maid 
Whilſt I at friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt 

Praiſe the kind Gods, and wonder at his Virtues, 

Acaſt, Chamont, purſue her, conquer and poſleſs her, 
And, as my Son, a third of all my Fortune 
Shall be thy Lot. | | 

But keep thy Eyes from wandring, Man of Frailty, 
Beware the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton, 
Shun their Enticements ; Ruin like a Vultur 1 
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Waits on their Conqueſts: Falſhood too's their Buſineſs, 
They put falſe Beauty off to all the World; 1 
Uſe falſe Endearments to the Fools that love 'em, 
And when they marry, to their filly Huſbands 
They bring falle Virtue, broken Fame and Fortune. 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord? 
Pol. Yes, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
Acaſt. Chamont, you told me of ſome Doubts that preſt 
Are you yet ſatizfy*d that I'm your Friend? [ you. 
Cham. My Lord, I would not loſe that Satisfaction 
For any Bleſſing I cou'd wiſh for. 
Asto my Fears, already I have loft 'em ; 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you, 
Acaſt. I thank you. Daughter, you mult do fo too. 
My Friends, *tis late; 
For my Diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, 
And I methinks begin to feel new Health. 
Caſt. Would you but reſt, it might reftore you quite, 
Acaſt,Yes,I'l to bed; old Men muſt humour Weakneſs : 
Let me have Muſick then, to lull and chaſe 
This melancholy Thought of Death away, [night! 
Good-night! my Friends, Heav'n guard ye all! Good 
To-morrow early we'll ſalute the Day, | 
Find out new Pleaſures, and redeem loit Time, 
| [x. all but Chamont +ud Chaplains 
Cham, Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Grawity, a Word with you, 
Chap, With me, Sir | 
Cham, If you're at lelſute, Sir, we'll waſte an Hour; 
''Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and 'twill be Charity 
'T'o lend your Converſation to a Stranger, 
Chip, bir, you're & Soldier ? 
Cham, Ves, 
Chap, I love a Soldier | 
And had been one myſelf, but that my Parents 
Would make me what you ſee me: Yet I'm honeſt, 
For all I wear Black, / 
Cham, And that's a Wonder. 
Have you had long Dependance on this Family? 
Chap! I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my 'T'ime's 
| * Spent 
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Spent pleaſantly. My Lord's not haughty nor imperious, 
Nor I gravely whimſical ; he has good Nature, | 
And I have Manners : | 

His Son too are civil to me, becauſe 

I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 

I meddle with no Man's Buſineſs but my own ; 


T riſe in a Morning early, ſludy moderately, 


Eat and drink chearfully, live ſobetly, 
"Take my innocent Pleaſures freely, 
So meet with Reſpect, and am not the Jeſt of the Family, 
Cham, I'm glad you are ſo happy, 
A pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſeful. 
Knew you my Father, the old Chamont ? 
Chap, I did, and was molt forry when we loſt him. 
Cham. Why ? didſt thou love him ? Friend, 
Chap. Ev'ry body lov'd him; beſides he Was my Maſter's 
Cham. I could embrace thee for that very Not ion. 
Tf thou didſt love my Father, I could think 
Thou would'lt not be an KHnemy to me, 
Chap, 1 ein be no Man's Foe, 
Chum, Then priythee tell me, 
Think thou the Lord Ca/talls loves my Siſter ?. 
Nay, never art, Come, come, I know thy Office 
Opens thee nll the Secrets of the Family, 
Then if thourt honeſt, uſe this Freedom kindly, 
Chap, Love your Siſter | 
Cham, Ay, love her, 
"Chap. Sir, I never aſk'd him, 
And wonder you ſhould aſk it me. 
Chim, Nay, but th'rt an Hypocrite ; is there not one 


Of all thy Tribe that's honeſt in your Schools ? 


The Pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves: 


Ve all live loathſome, ſneaking, ſervile Lives; 


Not free enough to practice gen'rous Truth, 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Chap. I would deſerve a better Thought from you. 
Cham. If thou wouldi: have me not contemn thy Office 
And Character, think thy Brethren Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt Profeſſor, 
Inform 
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Inform me; for I tell thee, Prieſt, III know. 
Chap. Either he loves her. or he much has wrong'd her. 
Cham. How wrong*d her ? have a care, for this may lay 
A Scene of Miſc hiet to undo use 
But tell me, wrong'd her, ſaiaſt thou ? 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 
Chem This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune: 
What ſhall I give thee for't | thou dear Phyſician 
Of ſickly Souls, unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine 
' » Chap. I would hide nothing from you willingly. 
Cham. Nay, then again thou'rt honeſt, Woulu'ſt thou 
Chap. Yes, if I durſt, | tell me: 
* Cham, Why, what affrighishee ? 
Chap, You do, 
Who are not to be truſted with the Secret, 
Cham, Why, I am no Fool. 
Chap. So indeed you ſay, 
Cham, Priythee, be ſerious then, 
Chap. You ſee I am (6, 
And hardly (hall be mad enough Tonight, 
To truſt you with my Ruin, 
Cham, Art thou then 
30 far concern'd in't? What has heen thy Office ? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face ! 
Juſt ſo do all Bawds look z nay, Bawds, they (ay, 
Can pray upon Occaſion, talk of Heav'n 
Turn up their gogling Eye-balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prieſt, 
Art thou a Bawd ? 
Chap. Sir, I'm not often us'd thus. 
Cham. Be juſt then. | 
Chap. So I ſhall be to the "Truſt 
That's laid upon me. 
Cham, By the reverenc'd Soul 
Of that great honeſt Man that gave me Being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my Honour, 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy Wrong, 
May this good Sword ne'er do me Right in Battle ! 
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May I ne'er know that Bleſſed Peace of Mind, 
That dwells in good and pious Men, like thee ! 
Chap. I ſce your Temper's mov'd, and I will truſt you, 
Cham, Wilt thou ? | | 
Chap. I will ; but if it ever *[cape you 
Cham. It never ſhall, 
Chap. Swear then. 
Cham. I do, by all < 
That's dear to me, by th' Honour of my Name, 
And that Pow'r I ſerve, it never ſhall. 
Chap. Then this good Day, when all the Houſewas buſy; 
When Mirth and kind Rejoicing fill'd each Room, 
As I was walking in the Grove I met them. 
Cham. What met them in the Grove together? tell me, 
How, walking, flanding, fitting, lying, hah ! 
Chap I, by her own Apointment, met them there, 
Recciv'd- their Marriage Vows, and join'd their Hands, 
Chim. How ! marry'd | | 
Chap, Yes, Sir. 
Cham. Then may Soul's at Peace: 
But why would you ſo long delay to give it? 
Chop. Not knowing what Reception it may find 
With old Aco/to; may be I was too cautious 
To truſt the Secret from me, 
Cham. What's the Cauſe 
I cannot gueſs, tho' 'tis my Siſter's Honour, 
4 do not Pie this Marriage, 
Huddled i'th' dark, and done tt too much Venture: 
The Buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. | 
Keep ſtill the Secret; for it ne'er ſhall 'eſcape me, 
Not ev'n to them, the new match'd Pair, Farewel. 
Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend, [x. 


Enter Caltalio and Monimia, 
Caſt. Voung Chamont, and the Chaplain ! ſure'tis they! 
No matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine tho! this ſad Look 
Seems no good boding Omen to her Bliſs ; 


Elie pr'ythee, tell me why that Look caſt down * 
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Why that fd Sigh as if thy Heart was breaking? 
Mon. Caſtalio, I'm thinking what we've done. 
The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd to day; 

For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the ſacred Words, 
Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, | 
Tears drown'd my Eyes, and Trembling ſeiz'd my Soul. 
What ſhould that mean? | 
Caf. Oh, thou art tender all! 
Gentle and kind as ſympathiſing Nature f' 
When a ſad Story has been told, I've ſeen 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds: 
But now let Fear be baniſh'd, think no more 
Of Danger; for there's Safety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee: Heav'n yon jealous now ; : 
Sure ſhe's too good for any mortal Creature 
I cou grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madneſs. 
But wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs ? | 
The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace ; 
To Bed, my Love, and wake till I come thither, 
Pol. So hot, my Brother ?- . [Polydore af the Door. 
Mon, "Twill be impoſſible :. 5 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him. 
Caft, Impoſſible ? impoſſible ? alas 
I:'t poſſible to live one Hour without thee ? 
Let me behold theſe Eyes ; . they'll tell me Truth, . 
Haſt thou no Longing ? Art thou ſtill the ſame 
Cold, icy Virgin ? No! th'art alter'd quite, 
Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes, 
Mon. Ile but one Night, my Lord I pray be rul'd. 
Ca. Try if th'aſt Power to ſtop « flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; 
And when that's done, I'll conquer my Deſires: 
No more, my Bleſſing, What ſhall be the Sign?“ 
When ſhall I come? For to my Joys I'll deal, 
As if I ne'er had paid my Freedom for them. 
C3 Mor. 
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May I ne'er know that Bleſſed Peace of Mind, 
That dwells in good and pious Men, like thee ! 
Chap. Iſce your Temper's mov'd, and I will truſt you. 
Cham, Wilt thou? 
Chap. I will; but if it ever ſcape you 
Cham. It never ſhall. 
Chap. Swear then. 
Cham. I do, by all = 
That's dear to me, by th' Honour of my Name, 
And that Pow'r I ſerve, it never ſhall. | 
Chap. Then this good Day, when all the Houſewas buſy; 
When Mirth and kind Rejoicing fill'd each Room, 
As I was walking in the Grove I met them. 
Cham. Wnat met them in the Grove together? tell me, 
How, walking, flanding, fitting, lying, hab ! 
Chap I, by her own Apointment, met them there, 
Receiv'd their Marriage Vows, and join'd their Hands, 
Chem. How! marry'd ! | 
Chap. Yes, Sir. 
Cham. Then may Soul's at Peace : 
But why would you ſo long delay to give it ? 
Chop. Not knowing what Reception it may find 
With old Acæſto; may be I was too cautious 
'To truſt the Secret from me, 
Cham. What's the Cauſe 
I cannot gueſs, tho' *tis my Siſter's Honour, 
4 do not like this Marriage, 
Huddled i'th' dark, and done zt too much Venture: 
The Buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. | 
Keep ſtill the Secret; for it ne'er ſhall *eſcape me, 
Not ev'n to them, the new match'd Pair. Farewel. 
Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend. [Ex. 


Enter Caſtalio and Monimia. 

Caſt. Voung Chamont, and the Chaplain ! ſure*tis they! 
No matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine; tho? this ſad Look 
Seems no good boding Omen to her Bliſs ; 

Elte pr'ythee, tell me why that Look caſt down 
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Why that fad Sigh as if thy Heart was breaking? 


Mon. Caſtalio, I'm thinking what we've done. 
The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd to day ;. 
For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, | 
And as your Hand was kindly: join'd with mine, 

As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the ſacred Words, 
Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, | 
Tears drown'd my Eyes, and Trembling ſeiz d my Soul. 
What ſhould that mean? | | 

Caf. Oh, thou art tender all! | 

Gentle and kind as ſympathiſing Nature f' 

When a ſad Story has been told, I've ſeen 

Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds: 
But now let Fear be baniſh'd, think no more 

Of Danger ; for there's Safety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee: Heav'n grows jealous now); 
Sure ſhe's too good for. any mortal Creature 

I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madneſs. 
But wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs ? 

The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace ; 
To Bed, my Love, and wake till I come thither, 

Pol. So hot, my Brother ?- . [Polydore at the Door. 

Mon. "Twill be impoſlible :. "A 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 

And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him. 

Caft. Impoſſible ? impoſſible? alas 
Is't poſſible to live one Hour without thee ? | 
Let me behold theſe Eyes; . they'll tell me Truth. 
Haſt thou no Longing ? Art thou ſtill the ſame 
Cold, icy Virgin ? No! th'art alter'd quite. | 
Haſte, . haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes. 

Mon. Tis but one Night, my Lord; I pray be rul'd... 

Caft. Try if th'aſt Power to top a flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; | 
And when that's done, I'll conquer my Deſires: 
No more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the Sign?“ 
When ſhall I come? For to my Joys I'll deal, 
As if I ne'er had paid my Freedom for them. 
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Mon. Juſt three ſoft Strokes upon the Chamber-Door x 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word ; for if you ſhould, 
Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray'd. 
Ca. Oh! doubt it not, Monimia; our Joys 
Shall be as ſilent as th' Ecſtatic Bliſs 
Of Souls, that by Intelligence converſe : 
Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 


Thought ſhall be loſt, and ewry Power difloly'd : 


Away, my Love; firſt take this Kiſs. Now haſte. 
J long for that to come, yet grudge each Minute paſt. 
[Ex. Mon. 
My Brother wand'ring too ſo late this way ! 
Pol. Caftalia ! | 
Caft. My Polydore, how doſt thou ? 
How does our Father; is he well recover'd? 
Pol. I left u repos'd to Reſt; 
He's ſtill as gay as if his Life was young. 
But how does fair Monimia ? 
Cat, Doubtleſs well. 
A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleas'd 
Is always joyful, and her Mind in Health. 
Fol. Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ſtill ſhe was? 
May we not hope ſhe's made of mprtal Mould ? 
Cat. She's not Woman elſe : * 
'Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping 3 
We've in a barren Deſart ftray'd too long. 
Pol. Vet may Relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the Field. 
Met ye to-day? | 
C No; ſhe has ſtill avoided me. 


Her Brother too is jealous of her grown, 


And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I wiſh I'd never meddled with the Matter; 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore— 
Pal. To what? 
Caſt. To leave this peeviſh Beauty to berſelf. 
Pol. What, quit my Love ? as ſoon Id quit my Poſt 


In Fight, and like a Coward run away. 
OO No, 
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No, by my Stars, I'll chaſe her till ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her Reſcue in another. F 
Caſt. Nay, ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the Leagues 
Of mighty Kings, and ſet the World at Odds : | 
But I have wondrous Reaſons on my Side, 
That would perſuade thee, were they known. 
Pol. Then ſpeak em. = _ 
What are they ? Came ye to her Window here 
To learn 'em now? Caſtalio, have a care; 
Uſe honeſt Dealing with your Friend and Brother, 
Believe me, I'm not with my Love ſo blinded, 
Bat ean diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me. 
Quit your Pretences to her. 
Caſt. Grant I do; 
You love Capitulations, Po/J;aore, 
And but upon Conditions would oblige me. | 
Pol. You ſay, you've Reaſons ; why are they conceal'd ? 
Caſt. To-morrow I may tell you : 
It is a Matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 
As I muſt well conſult e' er I reveal. 
But, pr'ythee, ceaſe to think J would abuſe thee, 
Till more be known. 
Pol. When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe 
To meet Monimia-unknown to me, 
And then deny it ſlaviſnly, I'll ceaſe 
To think Caſtalio faithleſs to his Friend. 
Did I not ſee you part this very Moment ? 
Caſt It ſeems you've watch'd me then? 
Pol. I ſcorn the Office. : 
Caſt. Pr'ythee, avoid a Thing thou may'ſt repent. 
Pol. That is, henceforward making Leagues with you. 
Caſt Nay, if y're angry, Polydore, Good night. [ Ex. 
Pol. Good Night, Caſtalio, if y're in ſuch Haſte, 
He little thinks I've overheard the Appointment : 
But to his Chamber's gone to wait a while, 
Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love. 
This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes; 
Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 
Oh ! tor a Means now how to counterplot, 5 
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And diſappoint this happy elder Brother. 

In ev'ry thing we do or undertake, 4 
He ſoars above me, mount what Height I can, 
And keeps the Start he got of me in Birth. 
Cordelis . | 


Brier Page. 
Page. My Lord 72 0 

Pol. Come hither, Boy. | 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lying Face, | 
And may'ſt in Time expect Preferment; canſt thou 
Pretend to Secrecy, cajole and flatter 
Thy Maſter's Follies, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures? 

Page. My Lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a very faithful Boy. 

Command, whate' er's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve, 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 

A Letter to a beauteons Lady's Boſom ;. 

At leaſt, J am not dull, and ſoon ſhould-learn, 

Pol. Tis pity then thou ſhould'ſt not be employ'd, 
Go to my Brother, he's in's his Chamber now 
Undrefling, and preparing for his Reſt ; 

Find out ſome Means to keep him up a while: 

Tell him a pretty Story that may pleaſe 

His-Ear : Invent a Tale, no Matter what: 

If he ſhou'd: aſk of me, tell him I'm gone 

To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Plexſure, | 
Whether he'll hunt To morrow. Well ſaid, Polydore 3. 
Piſſemble with thy Brother! That's one Point. 

But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; | 

Or if he chance to walk again this Way, 

Follow, and do not quit him, but ſeem fond 

To do him little-Offices of Service. 

Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then 

Retire, and wait till Lcome in. Away: 

Succeed in this, and be employ d again. . 

Page. Doubt not, my Lord: He has been always kind 
To me; would often ſet me on his Knees, 
Then give me Sxweet-meats, call me pretty Boy, 
And aſk me what the. Maids talkt of at Nights, 1 
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Pal. Run Quickly then, and proſp'rous be thy Wiſhes. 
g [ Exit Pages. 
Here I'm alone and fit for Miſchief ; now 
To cheat this Brother, wil't be honeſt that? 
I heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to give. 
Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to change 
The happy Poliore to bleſt Caſtalio J 
She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her Arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
Than Senſe can think, all looſen'd into Joy, 
To hear my diſappointed Brother come, 
And give the unregarded Signal; Oh! 
What a malicious Pleaſure will that be! 
uſt three ſoft Strokes againſt the Chamber Door: 
ut ſpeak not the leaſt Word; for if you ſhould,., 
It's ſurely heard, and we are both betray d. 
How I adore a Miſtreſs that contrives 
With Care to lay the Buſineſs of her Joys! 
One that has Wit to charm the very Soul! 
And give a double Reliſn to Delight! 
Bleſt Heav*ns aſſiſt me but in this dear Hour, 
And my kind Stars be but propitious now, 
Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe. | 
Monimia ! Monimia ! [ Gives the Signs. 
[ Maid at the Window.) Who's there? 
Pol. Tis I. . 
Maid. My Lord Caſalio? 
Po! The fame. 5 
How does my Love, my dear Monimia? 
Maid. Oh! | 
She wonders much at your-unkind Delay ; 
You've ſtaid ſo long that at each little Noife - 
The Wind but makes, ſhe aſks if you are coming. 
Pol. Tell her I'm here, and let the. Door be open'd. 
{ Maid-deſcends, . 
Now boaſt, Caſtalio, triumph now, and tell 
Thy. ſelf ſtrange Stories of a promis d Bliſs. 
a [De Door unbolta. 
C. 5 It: 
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| Page. No, no, indeed, my Lord, I was not; 
But Iko | 


+ x 


46 Ne Or HA x. 


It opens: Hah ! what means my trembling Fleſfi! 
Limbs, do your Office and ſupport me well, 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [ Exit. 


Enter Caſtalio and Page. | 

Page. Indeed, my Lord, *twill be a lovely Morning, 
Pray Jet us hunt. | 

Caſt. Go, you're an idle Pratler, 
Fil ſtay at Home To-morrow ; if your Lord 
Thinks fit, be may command my Hounds ; Go leave me, 
1-muſtto Bed. | 

Page. I'll wait upon your Lordſhip, 
If you think fir, and fing you to Repoſe. 

Caft. No, my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted ; 
My Senſes too are quite diſrob'd of Thought, 
Aud ready all with me to go to Reſt. | 


Good-night 3; Commerd me to my Brother. 


Page. Oh! 
You never heard the laſt new Song ] learn'd ; 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, [caught 
Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, that were 
Together, you know where. My Lord, indeed it is. 
Caft. You muſt be whipt, Voungſter, if you get ſuch 
Songs as thoſe are. What means | 
This Boy's Impertinence To night? 
Page. Why, what muſt I fing, pray, my dear Lord? 
Ca. Pialms, Child, Pſalms. 
Page. Oh dear me] Boys that go to School learnPſalms; 
But Pages, that are better bred, fing Lampoons. 
Caſt Well, leave me; I'm weary. | 
Page. Oh! but you promis'd me, laſt time I told you 
what Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and 
that ſhe garter'd them above Knee, that you would give 
me alittle Horſe to go a Hunting upon, ſoyou did, T'il tell 
ou no more Stories, except you keep your Word with me. 
Caf. Well go, you Trifler, and To- morrow aſk me. 
Page. Indeed, my Lord, I can't abide to leave you 
Cift. Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 


W what I know. 
Coſt. 


4 
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Ct. What doſt thou know? Death l what can all this 
Page Oh! I know who loves Some-Body, [mean? 
Caſt. What's that to me, Boy ? 

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 

Caf. That's a Wonder, pr'ythee tell it me. 

Page. IL'ie— ti —I know whos but will 
You give me the Horſe then? 

C-ft. I will my Child. 

Page. It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but don't you 
tell her I told you: She'll give me no more Pliy-things 
then. I heard her ſiy ſo as ſhe lay a-bed, Man, 

Cat. Talk'd ſhe of me when in her Bed, Cordelio? 

Page. Yes, and I ſung her the Song you made too; 
And ſhe did fo ſigh, and ſo look with her Eyes; 

And herBreaſts did ſolift up and down; F could have found 
in my Heart to have beat'em, for they made me aſnam'd. 

Cat. Hark, What's that Noiſe ? 

Take this, begone, and leave me, 

You knave, youlittle Flatterer. get you gone. [ Exit Page. 
Surely it was a Noiſe. Hiſt only Fancy. 

For all is huſht'd, as Nature were retir'd, 

And the perpetual Motion ſtanding ſtill. 

So much ſhe from her Work appears to ceaſe, 

And ev'ry warring Element's at Peace; 

All the wild Herds are in their Coverts couch'd ; 

The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze repair'd, 

And to the Murmurs of the Waters ſleep ; 

The feeling Air's at Reſt, and feels no Noiſe, 

Except of ſome ſoft Breaths among the Trees, 2 
Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reſt upon 'em. 

Tis now that, guided by my Love, I go, a 
To take Poſſeſſion of Monimia's Aims. 

Sure Polydorè's by this Time gone to Bed. 

At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 

To make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold, 

And feaſts his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon. [ Tisch 
She hears me not, ſure ſhe already ſleeps. 

Her Wiſhes could not brook fo long Delay, 

And her poor Heart has beat itfelf to reſt, {Knocks again 
q | C6 | Monwr;a ( 
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Monimia ! my Angel hah not yet 
How long's the ſofteſt Moment of Delay, 
Toa Heart impatient of its Pangs like mine, 
In Sight of Eaſe, and panting to the Goal? { Knocks againe 
Once more 
M. id. Who's there, 
That comes thus rudely to diſturb our Reſt? 
Gaſt, "Tis I. 
Maid. Who are you? what's your. Name? 
Ca/t; Suppoſe. the Lord Caſtalio. = 
Maid. I know you.not, 
The Lord Caſtalio has no ZBuſmeſs here. 
Ca/t. Hah | have a care; Mhat can this mean? 
Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee to Monimia fly; 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my Doom. 


Maia, Whoe'er ye are, ye may repent this Outrage; 


My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. Good- night! 


Caſt. She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall ; go, I'm in haſte, 


And bring her Tidings from the State of Love; 

There all in. Conſultation met together, 

How to reward my Truth, and crawn.her Vows. 
Mard. Sure the Man's mad! 
Cat. Or this will make me ſo: 

Obey me, or by all the Wrongs J ſuffer, 

1'Itfeale the Window, and come in by Force, 

Let the ſad Conſequence be what it will; 

This Creature's trifling Folly makes me mad! 
Maid. My Lady's Anſwer is, You may depart 3, 

She ſays ſhe knows you : You are Pohdore, 

Sent by Caſtalio, as you were To-day, 


' I 2fftont and do her Violence again. 


Ca/t. I'll not believes, 
Maid. You may, Sir, 
Ca/t. Curles blaſt thee! 
. Maid. Well tis a fine cool Ev*ning | and I hope 
May cure the raging Fever in your Blood, 
Good-night, h 
Cat, And farewel all that's juſt in Woman! 
Thie is contriv'd, a ftudicd Trick. to abuls. 
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My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind; 

gure now ſhe'as bound me faſt, and means to lord it, 
To rein me hard, and ride me at her Will, 

"Till by Degrees ſhe ſhape me into Fool 

For all her future Uſes. Death and Torment! 

'Tis Impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 

Oh, I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair! 

"Tis well, Monimia, that thy Empire's ſhort ! 

Let but To-morrow, . but 'To-morrow come, 

And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my Wrong ; 

Till when, be this deteſted Place my Bed; [ Lies due 
Where I will ruminate on Woman's IIls, 

Laugh at myſelf, and curſe th' inconſtant Sex... 
Faithleſs Monimia ! Oh Monimia 


Enter Erneſto. 
Erm. Either | 
My Senſe has been deluded, or this Way 
I. heard the Sound of Sorrow; tis late at Night, 
And none, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now; 
Caft. Who's there? =D | be 
Ern. A Friend. | 
Caſt. If thou art fo, retire, 
And leave this Place; for I would be alone. 
Ern. Ga/talto ! ly Lord, why in this Poſture, 


Stretch d on the Ground? -Your honeſt true old Servant. 


Your poor Erneſto cannot ſee you thus; 

Rife, 1 beſeech you. | 
Caſt. If thou art Erneſto, 

As by thy Honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be, 

Once leave me to my Folly, 
Era. I can't leave you, 

And not the Reaſons know of your Diſorders; 

Remember how, when young, I in my Arms 

Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures; . 

And fought an early Share in your Affection. 

Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 
Ca/t. Thou canſt not ſexve me. 
&rx. Why? . 
| palſy. 
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e QRPHANso: 
Caſt. Becauſe my Thoughts | 
Are full of Woman; thou, poor Wretch, art paſt 'em. 
Ern. I hate the Sex. | 
Caſt. Then I'm: thy Friend, Erne/io. [ Rijes, 
I'd leave the World for him that hates a Woman. 
Woman the Fountain of all human Frailty ! 
What nughty Ills have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman 
Who loſt Mark Antbony the World?)? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, 
And laid at laſt Oi Troy in Aſhes? Woman. 
Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman! 
Woman to Man firſt as a Bleſſing giv'n, 
When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, 
Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay, 
But quickly Woman long'd to go aftray ; 
Some fooliſh new Adventure needs muſt prove, 
And the firſt Devil ſhe taw, ſhe chang'd her Love; 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin'd 
Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind. 
| [xcunt. 


ACT 
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ACTI SCENE-L 
| Acafto /o/as. 
LEST bethe 1 tht has brought me Health; 
A happy Reſt has ſoften'd Pain away, 


And I'll forget it, tho* my Mind's not well, 
A heavy — clogs my Heart ; 


I droop and figh, I know not why. Dark Dreams, 
Sick Fancy's Children, have been over- buſy, 

And all the Night play'd Farces in my Brains : 
Methought I heard the Mid-night Raven cry ; 
Wak'd with th' imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains ſeem'd 
To ſtart, and at my Feet my Sons appear'd, 

Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I ſtrove to ſpeak, 
But could not: Suddenly the Forms were loſt, 
And feem'd to vaniſh in a bloody Claud. 


»Twas odd, and for the preſent ſhook my Thoughts; 


But 'twas th' Effect of my diſtemper'd Blood; 
And when the Health's diſturb'd the Mind's unruly. 


Enter Polydore. 
Good Morning, PA dere. 
Pol. He's keep your Lordſhip, 
Aca/t. | ave you yet ſeen Ca/talio To- day? 
Po /. My Lord, "tis carly Day; he's hardly riſen, 
af. Go, call him up, and meet me in the Chapel, 
[ Ex, Pol, 
I cannot think all has gone well To-night 
For as 1 waking lay (and ſure my Senſe 
Was then my own) methought 1 heard my Son 
Cajtalis's Voice; but it ſeem'd low and mournful ; 
Under my Window too I thought I heard it ; 
M'untoward Fancy could not be deceiv'd 
by every Thing; and I will ſearch the Truth out, 
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Eater Monimia, and her Maid. 
Already up, Monimi : you roſe. 4 
Thus early ſurely tc outſhine the Day! 
Or was there any thing that croſs'd your Reſt? 
They were naughty Thoughts that would not let you ſleep; . 
Mon. Whatever are my Thoughts, my Lord, I've learnt 
By your Example to correct their Ills, 
And Morn and Ev'ning give up the Account. 
Acaſd. Your Pardon, ſweet one, I upbraid you not; 
Or if I would, you are ſo good, I could not. 
Thoagh I'm deceiv'd, or you're morefair to day ; 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your Cheeks, and all 
Your Charms ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 
Mon. The little Share I have's ſo very mea, 
That it may eaſily admit Addition; 
Though you, my Lord, ſhould. moſt of all beware. 
To give it too much Praiſe, and make me proud. 
Acaſt. Proud of an old Man's Praiſes! No, Monimia þ 
But if my Prayers can work thee any Good, 
Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt Share of em: 
Heard you no Noiſe To. night? 
Aer. Noiſe! my good Lord! 
Aca/t. Ay | About Midnight. 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 
Acaſt. You muſt ſure! went you early to your Reſt ? 
Men. About the wonted Hour,, Why this Enquiry ? | 
L =. 


Aeaſt. And went your Maid to Bed too ? 
Mon. My Lord, I gueſs ſo; 
I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 
Aca ſi. Sure Goblins tben, or Fairies haunt the Dwelling: 
III have Enquiry made through all the Houſe, 
But I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. 
Good Day to thee, Monimia I'll to Chapel. [ Ex. Acaſt, 
Mon. I'll but diſpatch ſome Orders to my Woman, 
And wait upon your Lordſhip there, | 
J fear the Prieſt has play'd us falſe; if ſo, 
My poor Ca/ta/ie. loſes all for me.: 


The ORPHAN. - 53 

I wonder, though, he made ſuch haſte to leave me; 
Was't not unkind, Florel/a ? ſurely twas! 
He-ſcarce afforded one. kind parting Word, 
But went away-ſo cold ; the Kiſs he gave me, 
Seem'd the cold Compliment of ſated Love. 
Wou'd I had never marry'd ! 

Maid. Why? . 
' Mon. Methinks | 
The Scene's quite alter*d ; J am not the ſame; 
I've bound up for myſelf a Weight of Cares, 
And how the Burden will be borne, none knows. 
A Huſband may be jealous, rigid, falſe ! ; 
And ſhould Caftalis e er prove ſo to me, 
So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 
"Twould ruin and diſtract my Reſt for ever. 

Maid. Madam, he's coming. 

Mon. Where, Florelia where ? 
Is he returning? To my Chamber lead; 
I'll meet him there: The Myſt'ries of our Love 
Should be kept private as religious Rites, 


From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes, | 
| ' [ Ex, Mon, and Maid, 


| Enter Caſtalio. f I 
Caf. Wiſh'd Morning's come | And now upon the Plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 
And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born Day, 
The luſty Swain comes with his well-fill'd Serip 
Of healthy Viands, which, when Hunger calls, 
With much Cantent and Appetite he eats, 
To follow in the Field his daily Toil, | . 
And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts, that under the warm Hedges ſlept, 
And weather'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking tow'rds the neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe 
The Voice, and bid their Fellow-Brutes Good-morrow z 
Tae chearful Birds too, on the Tops of Trees, 
Ailemble all in Choirs, and with their Notes. Ka 
| — tute * 
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Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 

There's no Condition ſure ſo curs'd as mine; 

I'm marry'd ! *Sdeath ! I'm ſped. How like a Dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain'd ? | 
Monimia ! oh Monimia ! 


Enter Monimia and Maid. 
Mon. I come, 
I fly to my ador'd Caſtalio's Arms, 
My Wiſh's Lord. May ev'ry Morn begin 
Like this ; and with our Days our Loves renew. 
Now I may hope y are ſatisfy' d 
[ Looking languiſbly on him, 


Caf. I am 
Well ſatisfy d, that thou ar. Oh 

Mon. What? ſpeak : 
Art thou not well, Caſfalio? Come lean  _ 
Upon my Breaſt, and tell me where's thy Pain. 

Caſt. Tis here; tis in my Head; tis in my Heart; 
"Tis every where; it rages like a Madneſs ; 


Nay, wonder not, Monimia : the Slave 

You thought you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, 
Is grown a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 
And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 


Mon. Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Manimia ? 


IT once was ſo, or I've moſt ſtrangely dreamt. 
What ails my Love? | onde 

Ca. Whate'er thy Dreams have been, 
Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Caſialio well. 
No more, Monimia, of your Sex's Arts, 
They're uſeleſs all: I'm not that pliant Tool, 
That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me; 
know my Charter better I am Man, 
Obſtinate Man ; and will not be enſlav'd, 

Mon. You ſhall not fear't : Indeed my Nature's eaſy, 
I'll ever live your moſt obedient Wife; | 
Nor ever any Privilege pretend | 
Beyond your Will; for that ſhall be my Law: 
Iadeed I will not. 


And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds. . 


Caſt, 


= 
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Caſt. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam; 
By yon bright Heav'n, you ſhall not; all the Day 


Pl play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee 3 


Till by Afflictions, and continu'd Cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely Houſhold Drudge : 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient to all my looſer Pleaſures, 
For thou haſt wrong'd Caſtalio. 

Mon. No more: | : 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, 
I'll never quit you elſe ; but on theſe Knees, 
Thus follow you all Day, till they're worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 
Caſtalion— 

Caſt. Away; laſt Night, laſt Night! 

Meg. It was our Wedding-night, | 

Caſt, No more; forget it. 

Mon. Why ? Do you then repent ? 

Caſt. I do. 

Mon. Oh Heav'n! ö 
And will you leave me thus? Help, Help, Horella. 
[He drags her to the Door, and breaks from ber. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. | | 
Oh my Heart'breaks—I'm dying, Oh—ftand off; 
I'll not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs ; till 
Chaſft and fomented, let my Heart ſwell on, 

"Till with its Injuries it burſt, and ſhake 
With the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth. 

Maid What ſad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this? 

Mon. Ca/talis! Oh! how often has he ſwore, | 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
E'er he would falſiſy his Vows to me 


Make baſte, Confuſion then: Sun loſe thy Light, 


And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ; 
For my Caſtalio's falſe. | 


Maid. Unhappy Day! | 
Mon. Falie as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather ; 


Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling Prey: 


I feel him in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
TRE And 
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And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood 3; 

Mult I be long in Pain ? 
| EE | Enter Chamont. 

Cham, In Tears, Monimia . 

Mon. Whoe'er thou art, 

Leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair. 

Cham. Lift up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes to chear, 
Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then [chee. 
See if my Soul has Reſt ' till thou haſt Juſtice. 

Mon. My Brother! 

Cham. Ves, Monimia, if thou think'ſt 
That I deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother 

Mon. Oh Caſtalis! | | 

Cham. Hah! | Res 
Name me that Name again ! My Soul's on Fire 
ill I know all: There's Meaning in that Name. 

I know he is thy Huſband : Therefore truſt me 
With all the following Truth 
Mon. Indeed, Chamont, | 
There's nothing in it but the Fault of Nature ; 
I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 
I know not why. * 
Cham. You uſe me ill, Monimia, 
And I might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful Dealing with your Brother. 

Mon. Truly I am not to blame : Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another? 
Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would not do ſo: Would you? 

Cham. Not, if I'd cauſe to think it was a Friend. 

Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing ? 

I ne' er conceal'd my Soul from you before: 
Bear with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther; 
For every Probing pains me to the Heart. 

Cham.” Tis ſign there's Danger in't, and muſt be prob'd. 

Where's your new Huſband ? Still that Thought diſturbs. 
ou. | 

What only anſwer me with Tears? Caftalin! 

Nay, now they ftream, 

Cruel unkind C2//alio! Is't not ſo? 


Men, 
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Mon. I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me; 
Tt choaks, and will not let me tell the Cauſe. 
Oh! | 

Cham. My Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 
As Honour to my Name : Dear as the Light 
To Eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs, 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt 
The Anguiſh that torments thee ? , 

Mon. Oh! I dare not. | 

Cham, I have no Friend but thee: We muſt confide 
In one another: Two unhappy Orphans, 

Alas, we are, and when I ſee thee ure, 
Methinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers. 

Mon. Oh, ſhould'ſ thou know the Caufe of my lamenting 
Jam fatisfy*'d, Chamont, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 
Thou would'ſt deſpiſe the abject loſt Monimia ; | 
No more would'ſt praiſe this hated Beauty: But 
When in ſome Cell diſtracted, as I ſhall be, 

Thou ſeeſt me lie; theſe unregarded Locks 
Matted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs | 
Chain'd to the Ground, and, ſtead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
A Bed of Straw, and a coarſe Wooden Diſh, 
Of wretched Suſtenance; when thus thou ſeeſt me, 
Pr'ythee have Charity and Pity for me: 
Let me enjoy this Thought. 

Cham. Why wilt thou rack 
My Soul ſo long, Monimia ? Eaſe me quickly 
Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt, 

Con. Could you be ſecret ? 

Cham. Secret as the Grave. 7 

Con. But when I've told you, will you keep your Fury 
Within its Bounds ? Will you not do ſome raſh 
And horrid Miſchief ? For indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think how hardly I've been us?d 
From a near Friend ; from one that has my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 
Cham. I will be calm; but has Caſfalio wrong'd thee? 
Has he already waſted all his Love ? 
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What has he done ? quickly; tor I'm all trembling 
With ExpeRation of a horrid Tale. | 

Mon. Oh | could you thiak ut! 

Cham. What? 

Mom. I fear he'll kill me. 

Cham, Hah! 

Mon, Indeed I do ; he's ſtrangely cruel to me ; 
Which, if it laſt, I'm ſure muſt break my Heart. 
Cham. What has he done? 

Mon. Mott barbarouſly us'd me: 

Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms! 

In thoaked Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 

Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 
At the Dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt, 
But when we met, and I with open Arms 

Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 


Oh then !ſ— — 
(Cam. Goon! 

Mon. He threw me from his Breaſt, 
Like a deteſted Sin. 

Cham. How? 


Mon. As I hung too | 
Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 


He dragg'd me like a Slave on the Earth, 


And had no Pity upon my Cries, 

Cham. How ! did he 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with Scorn ? 

on. He did! and more I fear, will ne'er be Friends, 
Though! till love him with unbated Paſſion. 

Cham, What, throw thee from him 
Mon. Yes, indeed he did. 
Cham. So may this Arm 
Throw him to th' Earth, like a dead Dog deſpis'd ; 
Lameneſs and Leproſy, Blindneſs and Lunacy, 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of a Villain, 
Light on me, if Caſtalio, J forgive thee. | 
Mon. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 
Didſt thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be calm? 
Keep my Diſgrace conceal'd ? Why ſnould'ſt thou kill him? 
+: þ | By 
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By all my Love, this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance, 
Alas! I love him ſtill ; and though I ne'er 


Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 
Yet bleſs him, bleſs him (Gods) where e'er he goes, 


Enter Acaſlo. 


Aeaſto. Sure ſome ill Fate is tow'rds me; in my Houſe 
I only meet with Oddneſs and I iſorder; 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtrated Face; 
And looks as full of Buſineſs as a Blockhead 
In Times of Danger. Juſt this very Moment 
I met Caftalio too —— 
Cham. Then you met a Villain, 
Acaft, Hah ! | 
Cham. Yes, a Villain, 
Acaſ. Have a Care, young Soldier, 
How thou'rt too buſy with Acaſto's Fame; 
I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance. 
Villain to thee ä 
Cybam. Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age. 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy Throat, | 
And tear the Root up of that curſed Bramble 
Acaft. Ungrateful Ruffian ! ſure my good old Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee ; 
What have I done in my unhappy Age, 
'To be thus us'd? I ſcorn t'upbraid thee, Boy ; 
But I could put thee in Remembrance— 
Cham. Do. | 
Acaſt. I ſcorn it. 
Cham. No, Ill calmly hear the Story, 
For I would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 
Weighs moſt—Hah:! is not that good old Acaſte? 
What have I done? Can you forgive this Folly ? 
Acaſt. Why doit thou aſk it ? 
Cham. Twas the rude O'er-flowing 
Of too much Paſſion ; pray, my Lord, forgive me. [ Kueeli. 
Acaſt. Mock me not, Youth? I can revenge a Wrong. 
Cham. I knowit well ; but for this Thought of mine, 
Pity amad Man's Frenzy, and forget it. 
$5 : Acaſt | 
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Acaſt. I will ; but henceforth, pr'ythee be more kind, 
[ Raiſes him. 


Whence came the Cauſe ? 

Cham, Indeed I've been to blame; 
But I'll learn better; for you've been my Father: 
You've been her Father too [ Take: Mon, by the Hand, 

Acajt, Forbear the Prologue | 
And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale, 

Cham. You took her up a little tender Flower, 
_ ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 

ad nipt ; and with a careful loving Hand, 
Traaſpfanted her into your own fair Garden, 
Where the Sun always ſhines; There long ſhe flouriſh'd, 
Grew ſweet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye, 
Tis at the laſt, a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs, 
'Then caſt it like a loathſome Weed away, 

Acaſt. You talk to me in Parables, Chamont ; 
You may have known that I'm no wordy Man; 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Knaves, 
Or Fools, that uſe'em, when they want good Senſe 7 
But Honeſty . 
Needs no Diſguiſe or Ornament, Be plain. 

Cham, Your Son——— | | 

Acaſt. I've two; and both, I hope, have Honour, 

Cham. I hope fo too but 

Acaſt. Speak. 

Cham. I muſt inform you, 
Once more, Ca/talio— 

Acaſt. Still Caſtalio ! 

_ Cham, Yes. | 

Your Son Caſtalis has wrong'd Monimid. 

Acaſt. Hah! wrong'd her ? 

Cham. Marry'd her. 

Acaſt. I'm ſorry for't. 

Cham. Why ſorry ? 
By yon bleſt Heave'n, there's not a Lord 
But might be proud to take her to his Heart, 


Acaſt. I'Il not deny*t, 
4 Cham, 
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Cham, You dare not, by the Gods, 

You dare not ; all your Family combin'd 

In one danin'd Faiſhood to out-do Ca/talro, 

Dare not deny't. 

Aas. How has Caſlalio wrong'd her ? 
Cham. Aſſ. that of him: I fay, my Siſter's wrong'd : 

Monimin, my Sitter, born as high 

And noble a. . Do her Juſtice, 

Or, by the Gods, II lay a 5cene of Blood, 

Shall make this Dwelling horrible to Nature. 

I'll do't ; hark you, my Lord, your Son Ca/talis 

Take him to your Cloſet, and there teach him Manners, 
Acaft. You ſhall have Juſtice, | 
Cham. Nay—lI will have Jaſtice, 

Who'll fleep in Safety that has done me Wrong? 

My Lord, I'll not diſturb you to repeat 

The Caule of this: I beg you (to preſerve 

Your Houſe's Honour) aſk it of Caſta. 
Acaſt. 1 will. | 
Cham. Till then farewel —— Exit. 
caſt. Farewel, proud Boy. 

Monimia ! 
Mon. My Lord. ; 
Acaſt. You are my Daughter. 
Mon. Tam, my Lord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 
Acaſt. When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a Father. 

[ Exit. 

Mon. Now I'm undone for ever : Who on Earth 

Is there ſo wretched as Monimia? 

Firſt by Caftalio cruelly forſaken ; 

Pre loſt Acaſto now: His parting Frowns 

May well inſtruct me, Rage is in his Heart: 

J ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 

Thruſt out a naked Wand'rer to the World, 

And branded for the miſchievous Monimia / 

What will become of me? My cruel Brother 

Is framing Miſchiefs too, for aught I know, 

That may produce Bloodſhed, and horrid Murder ; 

] would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Death, 
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To reign the Empreſs of the Earth ; nay, more, 


Id rather loſe for ever my Caſtalio, 
My dear unkind Caftalio “ 


Enter Polydore. 


Po). Monimia weeping ! | 

So Morning Dews on new-blown Roſes lodge, 

By the Sun's am'rous Heat to be exhal'd. 

I come, my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee, 

What mean theſe Sighs? And why thus beats thy Heart ? 

Mon. Let me alone to Sorrow.: 'Tis a Cauſe 
None cer ſhall know; but it ſhall with me die. 

Pol. Happy, Monimia, he, to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Teais, and all theſe Languiſhings, are paid! 
J am no Stranger to your dcareſt Secrc ; 

I know your Heart was never meant for me, 
That Jewel's for an elder Brother's Price. 

Mon. My Lord! 

Pol. Nay, wonder not; laſt Night I heard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my Torment ſaw 
Your wild Embraces : Heard the Appointment made: 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the Sound. 

Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love ? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again ? | 

Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes! 

Have your ſworn Conſtancy to my Undoing ? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again ? 

Pl. What means my Love; 3 

Mon. Away; what meant my Lord 
Laſt Night ? 

Pol. Is that a Queſtion now to be demanded ? 

I hope Monimia was not much diſpleas'd. 

Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a Proſtitute? 
T'aſſault my Lodging at the dead of Night, 

And threaten me if 1 deny'd Admittance. 
You ſaid you were Ca/talio —— | 

Pol. By thoſe Eyes 

It was the ſame ; I ſpent m/ Time much better; 


I tell thee, ill-natur'd Fair One, I was poſted 1 
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To more Advantage, on a pleafant Hill 
Of ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. 
Mon, Hah—have a Care 
Pol. Where is the Danger near me? 
Men. I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet, 
And drown your Soul with W retchedneſs for ever; 
A thouſand horrid 'Thoughts crowd on my Memory. 
Will you be kind, and anſwer me one Queſtion? 
Pol. I'd truſt thee with my Life; on thoſe ſoft Breaſts 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart, 
"Till I had nothing in it left but Love. : 
Mon. Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 
By th' Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern'd, 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 85 
Where did you reſt laſt Night? 
Pol. Within thy Arms 
J triumph'd : Reſt had been my Foe. X 
Mon. Tis done [She farnts. 
Pol. She faints! No help! Who waits? A Curſe 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 
The Secret of my Happineſs in Silence. 
Confuſion ! we ſhall be ſurpriz'd anon, 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. 
Monimia ! ſhe breathes - Monimia /— 
Mon. Well 
Let Miſchiefs multiply! Let every Hour 
Of my loath'd Life yield me Increaſe of Horror! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever ! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, *till I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature! 
Pol. What means all this ? 
Mon. Oh, Polydore, if all 
The Friendſhip e'er you vow'd to good Caftalio 
Be not a Falſhood ; if you ever lov'd 
Your Brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. 
Pol. Which Way can Ruin reach the Man that's rich, 
As I am, in Pollefſion of thy Sweetneſs ? 
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Mon. Oh ! I'm his Wife. 
Pol. What ſays Monimia ! hah! 
Speak that again. | 
Mon. 1 am Caſtalio's Wife. 
Pol. His marry'd, wedded Wife! 
Mon. Veſtei day's Sun 
Saw it perform'd. | 
Pol. And then I have enjoy'd 
My Brother's Wife? 
Mon. As ſurely as we both 
Muſt take of Mitery, that Guilt is thine. 
Pol. Muſt we be miſerable then ? 
Mos. Oh! - 
Pol. Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy. 
Mon. Could'ſt thou be 
Happy, with ſuch a Weight upon thy Soul? 
Pol. It may be yet a Secret: ÞIl go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee ; 
Whilſt from the World I take myſelf away, 
And waſte my Lite in Penance for my Sin, 
Mor. Then thou would'ſt more undo me; heap a Load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head : 
Would'ſt thou again have me betray thy Brother, 
And bring Pollution to his Arms? curſt Thought! 
Oh, when ſhall I be mad indeed! 
Pol. Nay, then 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an eternal Miſery together. 
Mon, And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch ? 
Never grew fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 
And find out Ways how to increaſe Affliction ? 
Pol. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make 'em look like new ones. 
Firſt, if, the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 
A Child be born, it ſhall be murderd 
Mom. No; 
Sure that may live. 
Pol. Why? 
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Mon. To become a Thing 
More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Infamy, and curſe its Birth. 
Pol. That's well contriv*d ; then thus let's go together, 
Full of our Guilt, diſtracted where to roam, 
Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe. 
Let's find ſome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſome and venomous : Where Poiſons hang 
Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meet 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: "There we'll inhabit, 
And live upon the Height of Deſperation ; 
Deſire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flow'r, 
| And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of. 
f Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, 
| And I'll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms, 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms, [Exeunt. 
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SC Y, SCENE 13. 
Caſtalio Hing on the Ground. hr 


S ON G. 


| J. 
02 ME, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts e' er bled 
By cruel Beauty's Pride; 
Pring each a Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Sorrows hide: 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the Jadde/j? Tales of Lowe ; 
And fee, ai hen your Complaints ye join, 
Fall jour Wrongs can equal mine. 
II. 
The ba pey j: Mortal once was 1; 
My Heart no Sorrows #new. 
Pity the Pain with which I] die; 
But aſh not whence it greau. 
Yet if a tempting Fair you find 
That's very lovely, very kind, | 
Tho bright as Heaw'n, choſe Stamp fhe bear, 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun her Snares. 


Caſt. See where the Deer trot after one another, 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, 
Brother and Siſter, mingled all together: 

No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful 


Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herbage, 


Calm Harbours, luſty Health and Innocence, 
Enjoy their Portion ; if they ſee a Man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 


Upon the Monſter — 
Once in a Scaſon too they taſte of Love : 


Only 
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Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 
And in that Folly drudges all the Year. 


: Enter Acaſto. 
Acaft. Caſtalia ! Caftalio! 
Caſt. Who's there | 
So wretched but to name Caſtalio 
Acaſt. J hope my Meflage may fucceed, 
Caſt. My Father, | 
'Tis Joy to ſee you, tho where Sorrow's nouriſh'd. 

Acaſt. I'm come in Beauty's Caule ; you'll gueſs the reſt. 

Caſt. A Woman ! if you love my Peace of Mind, 
Name not a Woman to me ; but to think 
Of Woman, were enough to taint my Brains, 

Till they ferment to Madneſs! Oh! My Father 
Acaſt. What ails my Boy? 
Caſt. A Woman is the Thing 

I would forget, and blot from my Remembrance, 
Acaſt. Forget Monimia ! 
Ca/t. She to chooſe : Monimia /! | 

The very Sound's ungrateful to my Senſe, {will hide 
Acaſt. This might ſeem ſtrange ; but you, I've found, 
Your Heart from me; you dare not truſt your Father. 

Caſt, No more Monimia / 
Feaſt. Is ſhe not your Wife ? 

Cat. So much the worſe: Who loves to hear of Wife? 
When you would give all worldly Plagues a Name 
Worſe than they have already, call 'em Wife: 
But a new-married Wife's a (ceming Miſchief, 

Full of herſelf: Why, what a deal of Horror 

Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Yeſterday ! 
Acaſt. Caſtalio, you muſt go along with me, 

And ſee Monimia. | 
Ca/t. Sure, my Lord but mocks me : 

So ſce Monimia! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; 

And leave the Conduct of this Part of Life 

To my own Choice, 
Acaſt. I ſay, no more diſpute. 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd hen 
Caſt. Who has complain'd? 
| D 4 Acnſt, 


68 The ORPHAN, 


Acaſt. Her Brother to my Face proclaim'd her wrong'd, 
And in ſuch Terms, they*'ve warm'd me. 
C.:/t. What Terms? Her Brother! Heav'n! 
Where learnt ſhe that? | 
What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with Defiance ? 
He durſt not ſure affront you? 
Acaft. No, not much. 
But—— 
Caſt. Speak, what ſaid he? 
Acaſt. That Tou wert a Villain: 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain. 
Caſt. Shame on th' ill-manner'd Brute! 
Your Age ſecur'd him; he durſt not elſe have faid fo. 
Acaſt. By my Sword, | 
I would not ſee thee n and bear it vilely : 
Though I have paſs'd my Word ſhe ſhall have ſuſtice. 
Caſt. Juſtice ! to give her Juſtice would undo her: 
Think you this Solitude I now have choſen, : 1 
Left Joys juſt op'ning to my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 
My Grave at length, wiſh'd to have grown one Piece 
With this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe? 


Enter Chamont, 


Cham. Where is the Hero, famous and renown'd 
For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows ; | 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, | 
No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ? 

Acaſt. I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caſtalio. 

Cham. I come to ſeek the Huſband of Monimia. 

Caſt. The Slave is here. 

Cham. I thought e' er now to *ave found you 
Atoning for the Ills you've done Chamont ; 

For you have wrong'd the deareſt Part of him. 
Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 

Ard all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 

From her poor Eyes, are Drops of Blood from hence. 

Caſt. Then you are Chaumoent ? 

Cham. Yes, and I hope no Stranger 
To great Caſtalio. IE 


Caſt. 
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Caſe. T've heard of ſuch a Man 
That has been very buſy with my Honour 
T own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here return the Villain back again. 
You ſent me by my Father. 

Cham. Thus I'll thank you. [ Draaus. 

Acaſt. By this good Sword, who firſt preſumes to Violence 
Makes me his Foe —— [Draws and interpoſes. 
Young Man, it once was thought [To Caſtalio. 
I was fit Guardian of my Houſe's Honour; | 
And you might truſt your Share with me —— For you, 

[7o Cham. 
Young Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 
I promis'd you to do Monimia Right; 
And thought my Word a Pledge I would not forfeit - 
But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 

Caſt. Sir, in my youngerYears with Care you taught me, 
That brave Revenge was due to injur'd Honour; 
Oppoſe not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 

Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 

Cham. Into thy Father's Arms thou fly'ſt for Safety, 
Becauſe thou know 'ſt that Place is ſanctify'd 
With the Remembrance of an ancient Friendſhip, 

Caſt. T am a Villain if I will not ſeek thee, 

Till I may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for, 

Cham She wrong'd thee ! by the Fury in my Heart, 
Thy Father's Honour's not above Monimia's ; 

Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer, | 
Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Dead 
With thy capricious Follies : The Remembrance 

Of the lov'd Creature, that once fill'd theſe Arms 

Cham. Has not been wrong d. 

Caſt. It ſhall not. 

_ Cham. No, nor ſhall 
Monimia, tho? a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
Of Friends and Fortune, tho' th' unhappy Siſter 
Of poor Chamont, whoſe Sword is all his Portion, 
F oppzeſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. 
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Ceſt. Hah! ſet me free. 
Cham. Come both. 


Enter Serina. 


Ser. Alas! alas! 
The Cauſe of theſe Diſorders; my Chamont . 
Who is't has wrong'd thee? 
Cat Now where art thou fled 
For Shelter ? 
Cham. Come from thine, and ſee what Safeguard 
Shall then betray my Fears. 
Scr. Crue! Caſtalio, 
Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me: 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt ; 
If any of my Friends have done thee Injuries, 
I'll be reveng'd, and love thee better for't., 
Caſt. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhow your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other Time, when by ourſelyes 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs together. 
Chem. Till then, I am Caſtalio's Friend. 
Cafl. Ser ino, 
Farewel, I wiſh much Happineſs attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the deareſt Thing I have on Earth; 
Give me Chamont, and let the World forſake me. 
Cham. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee ! 
No beauteons Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 
Tho' the fair Child of Nature newly%born, 
Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio, 
* Suppoſe I ſhould a while lay by my Paſſions, 
And be a Beggar in Monimia's Cauſe, | 
Might I be heard? 7 3 
Caſt. Sir, twas my laſt Requeſt, 
You would (chough I find you will not) be ſatisfy'd: 
So, in a Word, Monimia is my Scornz 
She baſely ſent you here to try my Fears ; 
That was your Bufineſs. _. 
No artful Proftitute, in Falſhoods practis'd, 
To make Advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 


Could have done more Diſquiet vex her for't. 
| | Cham, 
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Cham. Fare wel. [Ex. Cham. and Ser. 

Caſt. Farewel - My Father, you ſeem troubled. 

Acaſt. Would I'd heen abſent when thiz boilt*rous Brave 
Came to diſturb thee thus: I'm griev'd I hinder'd 
Thy juſt Reſentment—— But Moniaia — 

Caſt. Damn her. 

Acaſt. Don't curſe her. 

Caſt. Did I ? 

Acaſt. Ves. 

Caft. I'm ſorry for't. 

Acaſt. Methinks, as if I guefs the Fault's but ſmall, 
Tt might be pardon'd. 
Caſt. No. : 

Acaſt. What has ſhe done? | [me. 

Caſt. That ſhe's my Wiſe, may Heav'n and you forgive 

Acaſt. Be reconcil'd then. 

Caſt. No. 

Acaſt, Go ſee her. 

Ca/t, No. 

Acaſi, I'll ſend and bring her hither. 

Ca/t, No. 

Acaſt. For my ſake, 
Ca/talio, and the Quiet of my Age. 

Caſt. Why will you urge a l hing my Nature, ſtarts at? 

Acaſt. Pr'ythee forgive her. 

Caſt, Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me. 
I tell you, Were ſhe proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sex's beſt diſſembled Sarrows, 
And all that won&rous Beauty of her own, 
My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften. 


Enter Florella. 


Flor. My Lord, where are you? Oh Caſtalio ! 
Acaſt. Hark. 

Caſt. What's that? 

Flor. Oh ſhew me quickly, where's Caftalio ? 
Acaſt. Why, what's the Buſineſs? 

Flor. Oh the poor Monimia ! 


_ Hah ! ' ; | 
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Acaſt. What's the Matter ? 
Flor. Hurry'd by Deſpair, 
She flies with Fury over all the Houſe, 
Through every Room of each Apartment, crying, 
Where's my C./ulio? Give me my Caftalio ! 
Except ſhe ſees you, ſure ſhe'll grow diſtracted. 
Cat. Hah! will ſhe? Does ſhe name Caſtalio? 
And with ſuch Tenderneſs ? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! 
Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings attend thy Purpoſe. 
C. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man ; my Heart will not forget her. 
But do not tell the World you ſaw thi: of me. 
Acaſt. Delay not then, but haſte and chear thy Love. 
Ca//. Oh ! I will throw my inpatient Arms about her, 
In her ſoft Boſom ſigh my Soul to Peace. 
Till through the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the Way 
To mould my Heart, and makes it what ſhe will. 
Monimia ! Oh! Ex. Acaſt, Caſt. 


Enter Monimia. 


Mon. Stand off, and pive me Room, 
I will not reft till I have found Caſtalio, 
My Wiſh's 1 ord, comely as riſing Day, 
Amidit ten thouſand eminently known. 
Flowers ſpring up where-e'er he treads, his Eyes, 
Fountains of Brightneſs, chearing all about him ! 
When will they ſhine on me ? — Oh ſtay my Soul! 
J cannot die in Peace till I have ſeen him. 


| Caſtalio Re- enters. 
Caſt. Who t Iks cf dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in love with it ? I 
Mon. Hark ! *tis be that anſwers ; 
So in a, Camp, tho? at the Dead of Night, 
If but the Trumpet's chearful Noiſe is heard, 
All at the Signal leap from downy Ret, 
And every Heart awakes, as mine does now. 
Where art thou? | 


Ca. 
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Ca F. Here, my Love. 
on. No nearer, leſt I vaniſh. 
Caſt. Have I been in a Dream then all this While! 
And art thou but the Shadow of Monimia / 
Why doſt thou fly me thus? 
Mon. Oh! were it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Oblivion but a few paſt Hours, 
We might be happy. 
Caſt. Is't then ſo hard, Monimia, to forgive 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee ? 
For I muſt love thee, though it prove my Ruin, 
Which Way ſhall I court thee ? 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee ? 
Vit kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee, 
Yet pr'ythee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart ; 
But when my Taſk of Penitence is done, 
Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. 
Mon. If I am dumb, Caftalio, and want Words 
To pay thee back this mighty 'Tenderneſs ; 
It is becauſe Tlook on thee with Horror, 
And cannot ſee the Man I have ſo wrong'd, 
__ Caf. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 
Mon. Ah! alas, thou talk'ſt . 
Juſt as thy poor Heart thinks; have not I wrong'd thee ? 
Caſt, No. 
Mon. Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Ca/talio; 
But wilt ere long ſtumble on horrid Danger. 
Caſt, What means my Love; 
Mon. Could'ſt thou but forgive me 
Caſt, Wnat? | 
Mon. For my Fault laſt Night: Alas, thou canſt not. 
af}. I can, and do. | 
Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth 
Would I that Pardon meet; the only Thing 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope. 
Caſt. Then let's draw near. 
Mon. Ah me! ; 
Caſt. So in the Fields, 
When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 
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The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 
Seeking when Danger's paſt to me et again, 


Make moan, and call, by ſuch Degrees approach ; 
"Till joining thus they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 


Murmuring Love, and joy their Fears are over, 


Mon, Yet have a Care, be not too fond of Peace, 


Leſt in Purſuance of the goodly Quarry, 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that dillraQs thee. 


Caft, My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 


What Danger threatens me, and where it lies : 

Why didſ thou (pr'ythee (mile and tell me why) 

When I ſtood waiting underneath the Window, 
uaking with fierce and violent Deſires ; 

The dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, 


Darkneſs enclos'd, and the Winds whiſtled round me ; 
Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch ſad Muſick 
As might have mov'd the hardeſt Heart; why wert thou 


Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains ? 
Mon, Did I not beg thee to forbear Enqui 


ry! 
Read'it thou not ſomething in my Face, that backs 
Wonderful Change, and Horror from within me ? 


Ca. Then there is ſomething yet which I've 


nown. 


not 


What doſt thou mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more Enquiry? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me: 


And don't betray me to a ſecond Madneſs. 
Mon. Muſt I ? 
Caft. If lab'ring in the Pangs of Death, 
Thou would'ſt do any Thing to give me Eaſe ; 


Unfold this Riddle e er my Thoughts grow wild, 


And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. 


Mon. My Heart won't let me ſpeak it ; but remember, 


Monimia, poor Monimia, tells you this, 
We ne'er muſt meet again 


Caſt. What means my Deſtiny ? 
For all. my good or evil Fate dyells in thee : 


Ne'er meet again! 
Mon. No, never. 
Caſt. Where's the Power 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and ſay 


ſo ? 
Thou 


The ORPHHAN. 75 

Thou art my Heart's Inheritance ; Iſerv'd 

A long and painful, faithful Slav'ry for thee : 

And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought Blefling ? 
Aon, Time will clear all, but now let this content you; 

Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've refolv'd, 

(With Torment I muſt tell it thee, Caftalio) 

ver to be a Stranger to thy Love; 

In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, 

And from this Day to ſee thy Face no more. 

Caſl. Where am I? Sure [ wander *midſt Enchantment, 

And never more ſhall find the Way to Reſt 

But, oh, Monimia “ art thou indeed reſolv'd, 

1% puniſh me with evelaſting Abſence ? 

Why turn'it thou from me ? I'm alone already 

Meihinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, 

8 to Winde, and to the Seas complaining, 

i afar off the Veſſel fails away, 

Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark'd, 

Wilt thou not turn ?= Oh! could thoſe Ryes but ſpeak, 

I ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em: 

They ſwell, they prefs their Beams upon me till; 

Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever, 

Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 

And pleaſe my ſelf withal, whil'ſt my Heart's breaking. 
Mon, Ah, poor Ca/talis ! [Ex. Monimia, 
Ca/t, Pity, by the Gods, 

She pities me ; then thou wilt go eternally ? 

What means all this? Why all this Stir, to plague 

A ſingle Wretch ? If but your Word can ſhake 

This World to Atoms, why ſo much ado 

With me ? Think me but dead, and lay me ſo. 


Enter Polydore. 


Pol. To live, and live a Torment to my ſelf, 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition? 
We've little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 
Becauſe it cannot tell us, what's to come. 

Caſt. Who's there? 

Pol. Why, what art thou; | 
Cafe, 
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Caf. My Brother Polydore ? 
Poel. My Name is Po/ydore, 
Ca. Canſt thou inform me- — 
Pol. Of what? | 
Caſt. Of my Monimia # 
Pol. No. Good day. 
Ca/t, In haſte, 
Methinks my Polydore appears in Sadneſs, 
Pol. Indeed, and fo to me does my Ca/talio. 
Caſt. Dol? 
Pol. Thou doſt. 
Caſt, Alas | I've wondrous Reaſon ; 
I'm ſtrangely alter'd, Brother, ſince I ſaw thee. 
Pel. Why ? | 
Caſt. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
To Pain ; let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy Neck; I would-repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies ; 
Fer thou wilt pardon 'em, becauſe they're mine. 
Pol. Be not too credulous ; confider firſt; 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſhip falſe ? 
Caſt. Why doſt thou aſk me that? Does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms 
And ſtreaming Eyes, I run upon thy Breaſt ? 
Oh, 'tis in thee alone I muſt have Comfort! 
Pol. I fear Caſtalio, I have none to give thee. 
Caſt. Doſt thou not love me then? 
Pol.. Oh more than Life: 
I never had a Thought of my Caſtalic 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 
Haſt thou. dealt ſo by me? 
Caſt. I hope I have. 
Pol. Then tell me why this Mourning ; this Diſorder ? 
Caſt. Oh, Polhaore, I know not how to tell thee ; 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
'The Story of my Tongue. 
Pol. J grieve, my Friend 5 
Knows any Thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; 
Or didſt thou e'er conceal thy Thoughts from Polydore ? 
h Ca 
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Ca. Oh ! much too oft ; 


But let me here conjure thee, 
By all the kind Aﬀection of a Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to call my ſelf thy Friend) 
Forgive me. | 
Pol, Well, go on 
C. Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love | 
Thou, like a Friend, a conſtant gen'rous Friend, 
In its firſt Pangs didit truſt me with thy Paſſion, 
W hilt I ill ſmooth'd my Pain with Smiles before thee, 
And made a Contract I ne'er meant to keep. 
Pol, How! 
Cat. Still new Ways I ſtudy'd toabuſe thee, 
And keep thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
Till Yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 
Pol. Ah, Caftalio, was that well done? 
Caft. No; toconceal't from thee, was much a Fault. 
Pol. A Fault! when thou hait heard 
The Tale I'll tell, what wilt thou call it then? 
Ca. How my Heart throbs ! 
Pal. Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traitor, 
I cancel't thus; after this Day I'll ne'er 
Hold Truſt or converſe with the falſe Caſfalio: 
This, witneſs Heav'n. 
Caft. What will my Fate do with me? 
I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not why: 
What means this, Brother ? 
Pol. Perjur'd, treach'rous Wretch, 
Farewell. 
Cafe. I'll be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 
Juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 
Pol. Never. | 
Cat. Oh |! think a little what thy Heart is doing; 
How from her Infancy we Hand in Hand 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together ; 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, 
The ſame Averſion ſtill employ'd our Thoughts: 
Whene'er had I a Friend, that was not Polydere's 2 
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Or Polydore, a Foe, that was not mine ? 

Ev'n in the Womb we'mbrac'd, and wilt thou now, 

For the firſt Fault, abandon and forſake me, 

Leave me amidſt Afflictions to my ſelf, | 

Plung'd in the Gulph of Grief, and none to help me ? 
Pol. Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou'lt find 

Repoſe ; ſhe has the Art of healing Sorrows. 

Cat. What Arts? | | 
Pol. Blind Wretch, thou Huſband ! there's a Queſtion 

Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, 

Till ſome hot Ruffian, full of Luſt and Wine, 

Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 
Caſt. Hold there, I charge thee. | 
Pol. Is ſhe not a 

' Ca/t. Whore? | 
Pol. Ay, Whore ; I think that Word needs no ex- 

plaining. i 
Caft, Alas! I can forgive ev'n this to thee : 

But let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd 

To find thee guilty of ſuch low — 

To wrong that Virtue which thou could'ſt not ruin! 
Pel. It ſeems I lye then ? 

Caft. Should the braveſt Man 

That e'er wore conq'ring Sword, but dare to whiſper 

What thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of Lyars: 

My Friend may be miſtaken. ow | 

Pol. Damn th' Evaſion ; 

Thou mean'ſt the worſt; and he's a baſe-born Villain 

That ſaid I ly'd. 

Caft. Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thro* my Heart; 

There is no Joy in Life, if thou art loſt. 

A baſe-born Villain! 

Pol. Yes, thou never cam'ſt 

From old Fcafte's Loins ; the Midwife put 

A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 

Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me 

Plac'd ſome coarſe Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 
7 — my Brother ſtill, 

ol, 1 st. 
_ Caft. 
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Caſt. Nay then: [ He draws. 


Yet I am calm. 


Pol. A Coward's always ſo. 
Ca/t. Ah—ah—that ſtings home: Coward ! 


Pol. Ay, baſe-born Coward, Villain ! 
Caſt. This to thy Heart then, tho' my Mother bore thee. 
[ Fight ; Polydore drops his Savord, and runs on Caltalio's. 
Fol. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 
Caſt. What have I done! my Sword is in thy Breaſt. 
Pol. So I would have it be, thou beſt of Men, 
Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. [ Juſtice: 
Ca/t. Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are 
y' are painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 
If ſo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head ? 
Pol. Blame not the Heav'ns; here lies thy Fate, Caſtalio: 
Th' are not the Gods, tis Po/yd4ore has wrong'd thee ; 
I've ſtain'd thy Bed ; thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 
Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt, 
Caſt. By thee! | 
Pol. By me; laſt Night the horrid Deed 
Was done, when all Things flept, but Rage and Inceſt. 
Caſt, Now where's Monimia? Oh! . 


Eater Monimia. 


Mon. I'm here, who calls me ? 
Methought I heard a Voice 
Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 
When all his little Flock's at feed before him. 
But what means this? here's Blood. 

Caft. Ay, Brother's Blood; 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting Pains ? 

Po/. Oh, let me charge thee by th' eternal Juſtice, 
Hurt nat her tender Life ! | 

Ca. Not kill her? Rack me, 
Ye Pow'rs above, with all your choiceſt Torments, 
Horror of Mind, and Pains yet uninvented, 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 


And wreak Revenge ſome Way yet never known. 
— Mon, 


* 
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Mon. That Taſk myſelf have finiſh'd, I ſhall die 
Before we part; I've drunk a healing Draught 
For all my Cares, and never more ſhall wrong thee. 

Pol. Oh! ſhe's innocent. 

Caſt. Tell me that Story, 

And thou wilt make a Wretch of me indeed. 

Pot. Had'ſt thou, Caffalio, us'd me like a Friend, 
This ne'er had happen'd ; hadſt thou let me know 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in Joy: 

But ignorant of that, 

Hearing th' Appointment made, inrag'd to think 

Thou hadſt out-done me in ſucceſsful Love, 

I in the dark went and ſupply'd thy Place; 

Whilſt all the Night, *midit our triumphant Joys, 

The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, careſs'd, and calld me her Caffalio. 

Caft. And all this is the Work of my own Fortune : 

None but myſelf cou'd e' er have been ſo curſt. 

My fatal Love, alas! has ruin'd thee, 

Thou faireſt, goodly'ſt Frame the Gods e'er made, 

Or ever human Eyes and Hearts ador'd, 

I've murder'd too my Brother. 

Why would'ſt thou ſtudy Ways to damn me further, 

And force the Sin of Parricide upon me 3 

Pol. Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent; 

Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongue; 

*Twas a hard Violence; I could have dy'd 

With Love for thee, e'en when I us'd thee worſt ; 

Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter'd, 

My Heart recoil'd, and *twas half Death to ſpeak em. 

Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of Men, 
Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, 

And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? . 

Caſt. Oh, I'm th'unhappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fate 
Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then thus kind to me ? 

Mon. When I'm laid low i'th'G rave, and quite forgotten, 
May'ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride ; 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 


When 
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When I am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 

(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 

Speak well of me; and if thou find ill Tongues 

Too buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong'd ; 

'T'will be a noble Juſtice to the Memory : 

Of a poor Wretch once honour'd with thy Love. : 

How my Head ſwims ; tis very dark. Good-night. ¶ Dies. 
Caſt. If I ſurvive thee ! what a Thought was that! 

Thank Heav'n, I go prepar'd againſt that Curie. 


Exter Chamont, diſarm'd, and ſeix d by Acaſlo and 
Servants. 


Cham.Gape Hell, and ſwallow me toquick Damnation, 

If I forgive your Houſe, if I not live 

An everlaſting Plague to thee, Acaſto, 

And all thy Race. V' have over pow'r'd me now ; 

But hear me, Heav'n !—Ah ! here's the Scene of Death, 

My Siſter, my Monimia ! Breathleſs - Now, 

Ye Pow'rs above, if ye have Juſtice, ttrike, 

Strike Bolts thro' me, and thro' the curſt Caftalie. 
Acaſt. My Polydore. 1 
Pol. Who calls? 

Acaſt. How cam'ſt thou wounded ? 
Caſt. Stand off, thou hot-brain'd, boiſtꝰrous noiſy Rufſian, 

And leave me to my Sorrows, 

Cham, By the Love 

I bore her living, I will ne'er forſake her; 

But here remain 'till my Heart burſt with ſobbing. 
Caſt. Vaniſh I charge thee, or [Draws a Dagger. 
Cham, Thou can'ſt not kill me; | 

'That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 
Acaſt. Wyat means Caſtalio Sure thou wilt not pull 

More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. 

Teli me, I beg you, tell me the ſad Cauſe 

Of all this Ruin, 

Pol. That muſt be my Taſk : 

But 'tis too long for one in Pains to tell; 

You'll 
- 
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You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written 
Of all our Woes. Caſtalio's innocent, 
And ſo's Monimia ; only I'm to blame : 
Enquire no farther. 
Ca/t. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly has purſu'd me with thy Hate, 
And ſought the Life of him that never wrong'd thee : 
Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, 
Come join with me and curſe. | 
Cham. What? 
Cafe. Firſt thyſelf, 
As I do, and the Hour that gave thee Birth : 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe among Men ; 
Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions. 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm : 
Till all Things move againſt the Courſe of Nature; 
Till Form's diffolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
And the Originals of Being loſt, 
Acaſt. Have Patience. 
Caſt. Patience! Preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires | the Knaves 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common Needs of Life, 
Scald me with Leproſy, let Friends forſake me, 
III bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 
That I am now, tis this muſt give me Patience: 
Thus I find Reſt, and ſhall complain no more. 
| [Stabs himſelf, 
Pol. Caſtalio ! Oh 
Caſt, I come. 
Chamont, to thee my Birth-right I bequeath : 
Comfort my mourning Father, heal his Griefs ; 
[Acaſto faints into the Arms of a Servant, 
For I perceive they fall with Weight upon him, 
And for Monimia's Sake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina. 


Now 
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Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 
Thus with my Love. Farewel. I now —_— 
- | ies. 
Cham. Take Care of good Acaſto, whilſt I go l 


To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd us. 


'Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain; 
It may afflict, but Man muſt not complain. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGHE 


2 Uwe ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here; and 1 
May be the next, if old Acaſto die: 

| Should it prove ſo, I'd fain amongſt you find, 

| Wha "tis avould to the Fatherleſs be kind, 

To whoſe Protection might 1 /afely go? 

Js there among you no Good-nature ? No. 

What fhall I do? fhould I the Godly ſeek, 

And go a Conventicling twice a Week ? 

Quit the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pollution, 

Aﬀedt each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution : 

So draw the Brethren all to Contribution ? 

Or ſhall I ( as [gueſs the Poet may 

Within theſe three Days ) fairly run away ? 

No; to ſome City-Lodgings Tl retire ; 

Seem very grave, and Privacy deſire ; 

"Till I am thought ſome Heirefe rich in Landi, 

Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands : 

Which may produce a Story worth the telling 

Of the next Sparks that 


